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OF 

Sir Charles Grandison 

LETTER I. 


Miss Harriet Byron, To Miss Lucy Selby. 


Sunday , April 16 . 

O WHAT a blank, my dear!—But I need not say 
what I was going to say. Poor Emily!—But to men¬ 
tion her grief, is to paint my own. 

Lord W. went to Windsor yesterday. 

A very odd behaviour of Lady Olivia. Mr. Beauchamp 
went yesterday, and offered to attend her to any of the 
publicplaces, at her pleasure; in pursuanceof Sir Charles’s 
reference to him, to do all in his power to make England 
agreeable to her: And she thought fit to tell him before 
her aunt, that she thanked him for his civility; but she 
should not trouble him during her ftay in England. She 
had gentlemen in her train; and one of them had been in 
England before. 

He left her in disgust. 

Lady L. making her a visit in the evening, she told her 
of Mr. Beauchamp’s offer, and of her answer. The gen¬ 
tleman, said she, is a polite and very agreeable man; and 
this made me treat his kind offer with abruptness: For I 
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can hardly doubt your brother’s view in it. I scorn his 
view: And if I were sure of it, perhaps I should find a way 
to make him repent of the indignity. Lady L. was sure, 
she said, that neither her brother, nor Mr. Beauchamp, 
had any other views than to make England as agreeable 
to her as possible. 

Be this as it may, madam, said she, I have no service 
for Mr. Beauchamp: But if your Ladyship, your Sifter, 
and your two Lords, will allow me to cultivate your friend¬ 
ship, you will do me honour. Dr. Bartlett’s company will 
be very agreeable to me likewise, as often as he will give it 
me. To Miss Jervois I lay some little claim. I would have 
had her for my companion in Italy; but your cruel bro¬ 
ther—No more, however, of him. Your English beauty 
too, I admire her: But, poor young creature, I admire her 
the more because I can pity her. I should think myself 
very happy to be better acquainted with her. 

Lady L. made her a very polite answer for herself and 
her siller, and their Lords: But told her, that I was very 
soon to set out for my own abode in Northamptonshire; 
and that Dr. Bartlett had some commissions, which would 
oblige him, in a day or two, to go to Sir Charles’s seat in 
the country. She herself offered to attend her to Windsor, 
and to every other place, at her command. 

Lady L. took notice of her wrift being bound round 
with a broad black ribband, and asked, If it were hurt? A 
kind of flrain, said she. But you little imagine how it 
came; and muft not ask. 

This made Lady L. curious. And Olivia requeuing 
that Emily might be allowed to breakfaft with her’as this 
morning; she has bid the dear girl endeavour to know 
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how it came, if it fell in her way: For Olivia reddened, 
and looked up, with a kind of consciousness, to Lady L. 
when she told her that she mu£t not ask questions about it. 

Lady G. is very earnest with me to give into the town 
diversions for a month to come: But I have now no desire 
in my heart so strong, as to throw myself at the feet of my 
grandmamma and aunt; and to be embraced by my Lucy 
and Nancy, and all my Northamptonshire Loves. I am 
only afraid of my uncle. He will railly his Harriet; yet 
only, I know, in hopes to divert her, and us all: But my 
jesting days are over: My situation will not bear it. Yet if 
it will divert him, let him railly. 

I shall be so much importuned to £tay longer than 
I ought, or will £lay, that I may as well fix a peremptory 
day at once. Will you, my ever indulgent friends, allow 
me to set out for Selby-house on Friday next? Not on a 
Sunday, as Lady Betty Williams advises, for fear of the 
odious waggons. But I have been in a different school. Sir 
Charles Grandison, I find, makes it a tacit rule with him, 
never to begin a journey on a Sunday; nor, except when in 
pursuit of works of mercy or necessity, to travel in time of 
Divine Service. And this rule he observed la£t Sunday, 
tho’ he reached us here in the evening. O my grand¬ 
mamma !—How much is he, what you all are, and ever 
have been!—But he is now pursuing a work of mercy. 
God succeed to him the end of his pursuit! 

But why tacit? You will ask. Is Sir Charles Grandison 
ashamed to make an open appearance in behalf of his 
Christian duties? He is not. For instance; I have never 
seen him sit down at his own table, in the absence of Dr. 
Bartlett, or some other clergyman, but he himself says 
grace; and that with such an easy dignity, as commands 
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every one’s reverence; and which is succeeded by a chear- 
fulness that looks as if he were the better pleased for hav¬ 
ing shewn a thankful heart. 

Dr. Bartlett has also told me, that he begins and ends 
every day, either in his Chamber, or in his Study, in a 
manner worthy of one who is in earnest in his Christian 
profession. But he never frights gay company with grave 
maxims. I remember, one day, Mr. Grandison asked him, 
in his absurd way, Why he did not preach to his company 
now-and-then? Faith, Sir Charles, said he, if you did, you 
would reform many a poor ignorant sinner of us; since 
you could do it with more weight, and more certainty of 
attention, than any parson in Christendom. 

It would be an affront, said Sir Charles, to the under¬ 
standing, as well as education, of a man who took rank 
above a peasant, in such a country as this, to seem to 
question whether he knew his general duties, or not, and 
the necessity of practising what he knew of them. If he 
should be at a loss, he may once a week be reminded, and 
his heart kept warm. Let you and me, cousin Everard, 
shew our conviction by our practice; and not invade the 
clergyman’s province. 

I remember, that Mr. Grandison shewed his convic¬ 
tion by his blushes; and by repeating the three little 
words, Tou and me! Sir Charles. 


Sunday Evening. 

O my dear friends! I have a Strange, a shocking piece 
of intelligence to give you! Emily has juSt been with me 
in tears: She begged to speak with me in private. Wnen 
we were alone, she threw her arms about my neck': Ah, 
madam! said she, I am come to tell you, that there is a 
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person in the world that I hate, and muft and will hate, as 
long as I live. It is Lady Olivia.—T ake me down with you 
into Northamptonshire, and never let me see her more. 

1 was surprised. 

O madam! I have found out, that she would, on Thurs¬ 
day laft, have killed my guardian. 

I was astonished, Lucy. 

They retired together, you know, madam: My guard¬ 
ian came from her, his face in a glow; and he sent in his 
siSter to her, and went not in himself till afterwards. She 
would have had him put off his journey. She was enraged 
because he would not; and they were high together; and 
at laSl she pulled out of her Stays, in fury, a poniard, and 
vowed to plunge it into his heart. He should never, she 
said, see his Clementina more. He went to her. Her heart 
failed her. Well it might, you know, madam. He seized 
her hand. He took it from her. She Struggled, and in 
Struggling her wriSt was hurt; that’s the meaning of the 
broad black ribband!—Wicked creature! to have such a 
thought in her heart!—He only said, when he had got it 
from her, Unhappy, violent woman! I return not this in¬ 
strument of mischief! You will have no use for it in Eng¬ 
land—And would not let her have it again. 

1 shuddered. O my dear, said I, he has been a sufferer, 
we are told, by good women; but this is not a good wo¬ 
man. But can it be true? Who informed you of it? 

Lady Maffei herself. She thought that Sir Charles 
muSt have spoken of it: And when she found he had not, 
she was sorry she had , and begged I would not tell any¬ 
body : But I could not keep it from you. And she says, 
that Lady Olivia is grieved on the remembrance of it; and 
arraigns herself, and her wicked passion; and the more, 
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for his noble forgiveness of her on the spot, and recom¬ 
mending her afterwards to the civilities of his Sifters, 
and their Lords. But I hate her for all that. 

Poor unhappy Olivia! said I. But what, my Emily, are 
we women, who should be the meekeft and tendered of 
the whole animal creation, when we give way to passion! 
But if she is so penitent, let not the shocking attempt be 
known to his Sillers, or their Lords. I may take the liberty 
of mentioning it, in SI rid confidence [Observe that, Lucy] 
to those from whom I keep not any secret: But let it not 
be divulged to any of the relations of Sir Charles. Their 
detection of her, which muft follow, would not be con¬ 
cealed ; and the unhappy creature, made desperate, might 
—Who knows what she might do? 

The dear girl ran on upon what might have been the 
consequence, and what a loss the world would have had, 
if the horrid fail had been perpetrated. Lady Maffei told 
her, however, that had not her heart relented, she might 
have done him mischief; for he was too rash in approach¬ 
ing her. She fell down on her knees to him, as soon as he 
had wre£led the poniard from her. I forgive, and pity you, 
madam, said he, with an air that had, as Olivia and her 
aunt have recollefted since, both majesty and compassion 
in it: But he would withdraw. Yet, at her request, sent in 
Lady L. to her; and, going into his Study, told not even 
Dr. Bartlett of it, tho’ he went to him there immediately. 

From the consciousness of this violence, perhaps, the 
Lady was more temperate afterwards, even to the very 
time of his departure. 

Lord bless me, What shall I do? Lady D. has sent a 
card to let me know, that she will wait upon Mrs. Reeves 
and me to-morrow to breakfast. She comes, no doubt, to 



Let. i.] Sir Charles Grandison 7 

tell me, that Sir Charles having no thoughts of Harriet 
Byron, Lord D. may have hopes of succeeding with her: 
And perhaps her Ladyship will plead Sir Charles’s re¬ 
commendation and interest in Lord D’s favour. But 
should this plea be made, good Heaven give me patience! 
I am afraid I shall be uncivil to this excellent woman. 


LETTER II. 

Miss Byron. In Continuation. 

Monday , April 17. 

T H E Countess isju£t gone. 

Mr. Reeves was engaged before to breakfast with 
Lady Betty Williams; and we were only Mrs. Reeves, 
LadyD. and I. 

My heart aked at her entrance; and every moment 
&ill more, as we were at breakfast. Her looks, I thought, 
had such particular kindness and meaning in them, as 
seemed to express, “You have no hopes, Miss Byron, 
any-where else; and I will have you to be mine.” 

But my suspense was over the moment the tea-table 
was removed. I see your confusion, my dear, said the 
Countess [Mrs. Reeves, you muft not leave us]; and I 
have sat in pain for you, as I saw it increase. By this I 
know that Sir Charles Grandison has been as good as his 
word. Indeed I doubted not but he would. I don’t won¬ 
der, my dear, that you love him. He is the finest man in 
his manners, as well as person, that I ever saw. A woman 
of virtue and honour cannot but love him. But I need not 
praise him to you; nor to you, neither, Mrs. Reeves; I see 
that. 
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Now you muft know, proceeded she, that there is an 
alliance proposed for my son, of which I think very well; 
but 6till should have thought better, had I never seen you, 
my dear. I have talked to my Lord about it: You know I 
am very desirous to have him married. His answer was; I 
never can think of any proposal of this nature, while I 
have any hope that I can make myself acceptable to Miss 
Byron. 

What think you, my Lord, said I, if I should directly 
apply to Sir Charles Grandison, to know his intentions; 
and whether he has any hopes of obtaining her favour? 
He is said to be the mo£t unreserved of men. He knows 
our characters to be as unexceptionable as his own; and 
that our alliance cannot be thought a discredit to the firCt 
family in the kingdom. It is a free question, I own; as I 
am unacquainted with him by person: But he is such a 
man, that methinks I can take pleasure in addressing my¬ 
self to him on any subjeCt. 

My Lord smiled at the freedom of my motion; but not 
disapproving it, I direCtly went to Sir Charles, and, after 
due compliments, told him my business. 

The Countess £te>pt. She is very penetrating. She look¬ 
ed at us both. 

Well, madam, said my cousin, with an air of curiosity 
—Pray, your Ladyship— 

I could not speak for very impatience— 

I never heard in my life, said the Countess, such a fine 
character of any mortal, as he gave you. He told me of his 
engagements to go abroad as the very next day. He high¬ 
ly extolled the Lady for whose sake, principally, he was 
obliged to go abroad; and he spoke as highly of a brother 
of hers, whom he loved as if he were his own brother; and 
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mentioned very affectionately the young Lady’s whole 
family. 

“God only knows, said he, what may be my destiny!— 
As generosity, as justice, or rather as Providence, leads, I 
will follow.” 

After he had generously opened his heart, proceeded 
the Countess, I asked him, If he had any hope, should the 
foreign Lady recover her health , of her being his? 

“I can promise myself nothing, said he. I go over with¬ 
out one selfish hope. If the Lady recover her health, and 
her brother can be amended in his, by the assistance I 
shall carry over with me, I shall have joy inexpressible. 
To Providence I leave the reSt. The result cannot be in 
my own power.” 

Then, Sir, proceeded the Countess, you cannot in 
honour be under any engagements to Miss Byron? 

I arose from my seat. Whither, my dear?—I have done , 
if I oppress you. I moved my chair behind hers, but so 
close to hers, that I leaned on the back of it, my face hid, 
and my eyes running over. She Stood up. Sit down again, 
madam, said I, and proceed—Pray proceed. You have 
excited my curiosity. Only let me sit here, unheeded, be¬ 
hind you. 

Pray, madam, said Mrs. Reeves (burning also with 
curiosity, as she has since owned) go on; and indulge my 
cousin in her present seat. What answer did Sir Charles 
return? 

My dear Love, said the Countess (sitting down, as I 
had requested) let me firSt be answered one question. I 
would not do mischief. 

You cannot do mischief, madam, replied I. What is 
your Ladyship’s question? 
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Has Sir Charles Grandison ever dire&ly made his ad¬ 
dresses to you, my dear? 

Never, madam. 

It is not for want of Love, I dare aver, that he has not. But 
thus he answered my question: “I should have thought 
myself the unworthiest of men, knowing the difficulties 
of my own situation, how great soever were the tempta¬ 
tion from Miss Byron’s merit, if I had sought to engage 
her affcdlions.” 

[O, Lucy! How nobly is his whole conduft towards 
me justified!] 

“She has, madam” (proceeded the Countess in his 
words) “a prudence that I never knew equalled in a wo¬ 
man so young. With a frankness of mind, to which hard¬ 
ly ever young Lady before her had pretensions, she has 
such a command of her affections, that no man, I dare say, 
will ever have a share in them, till he has courted her fa¬ 
vour by assiduities which shall convince her that he has 
no heart but for her .” 

O my Lucy! What an honour to me would these senti¬ 
ments be, if I deserved them! And can Sir Charles Grand¬ 
ison think I do ?—I hope so. But, if he does, how much 
am I indebted to his favourable, his generous opinion! 
Who knows but I have reason to rejoice, rather than to 
regret, as I used to do, his frequent absences from Colne- 
brook? 

The Countess proceeded. 

Then, Sir, you will not take it amiss, if my son, by his 
assiduities, can prevail upon Miss Byron to think he has 
merit, and that his heart is wholly devoted to her. 

“Amiss, madam 1 —No!—Injustice, in honour, 1 ‘can- 
not. May Miss Byron be, as she deserves to be, one of the 
happiest women on earth in her nuptials 11 have heard a 
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great chara&er of Lord D. He has a very large estate. He 
may boa£t of his mother—God forbid, that /, a man di¬ 
vided in myself, not knowing what I can do, hardly some¬ 
times what I ought to do, should seek to involve in my own 
uncertainties the friend I revere; the woman I so greatly 
admire: Her beauty so attracting; so proper therefore for 
her to engage a generous protestor in the married ftate!” 

Generous man! thought I. O how my tears ran down 
my cheeks, as I hid my face behind the Countess’s chair! 

But will you allow me, Sir, proceeded the Countess, to 
ask you, Were you freed from all your uncertainties— 

“Permit me, madam, interrupted he, to spare you the 
question you were going to put. Miss Byron may come to 
hear the substance of a conversation that is of a very deli¬ 
cate nature—As I know not what will be the result of my 
journey abroad, I should think myself a very selfish man, 
and a very dishonourable one to two Ladies of equal deli¬ 
cacy and worthiness, if I sought to involve, as I hinted be¬ 
fore, in my own uncertainties, a young Lady whose pru¬ 
dence and great qualities mu£t make herself and any man 
happy, whom she shall favour with her hand. 

“To be ftill more explicit, proceeded he, With what 
face could I look up to a woman of honour and delicacy, 
such a one as the Lady before whom I now Cland, if I 
could own a wish, that, while my honour has laid me un¬ 
der obligation to one Lady , if she shall be permitted to 
accept me, I should presume to hope, that another , no less 
worthy, would hold her favour for me suspended, till she 
saw what would be the issue of the firCl obligation? No, 
madam, I could sooner die, than offer such indignity to 
Both! /am fettered, added he; but Miss Byron is free: 
And so is the Lady abroad. My attendance on her at this 
time, is indispensable; but I make not any conditions for 
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myself—My reward will be in the consciousness of hav¬ 
ing discharged the obligations that I think myself under, 
as a man of honour/’ 

The Countess’s voice changed in repeating this speech 
of his; and she £lopt to praise him; and then went on. 

You are THE man, indeed, Sir!—But then give me 
leave to ask you, As I think it very likely that you will be 
married before your return to England, Whether now 
that you have been so good as to speak favourably of my 
son, and that you call Miss Byron Sifter, you will oblige 
him with a recommendation to that Sifter? 

“The Countess of D. shews, by this requeft, her value 
for a young Lady who deserves it; and the more , for its 
being, I think (Excuse me, madam) a pretty extraordin¬ 
ary one. But what a presumption would it be in me, to 
suppose that I had Such an interest with Miss Byron, 
when she has relations as worthy of her , as she is of them?” 

You may guess, my dear, said the Countess, that I 
should not have put this question, but as a trial of his 
heart. However, I asked his pardon; and told him, that I 
would not believe he gave it me, except he would promise 
to mention to Miss Byron, that I had made him a visit on 
this subjeft [Methinks, Lucy, I should have been glad 
that he had not let me know that he was so forgiving!]. 

And now, my dear, said the Lady, let me turn about. 
—She did; and put one arm round my neck, and with my 
own handkerchief wiped my eyes, and kissed my cheek; 
and when she saw me a little recovered, she addressed me 
as follows: 

Now, my good young creature [O that you would let 
me call you daughter in my own way! for I think I muff 
always call you so, whether you do, or not] let me ask you, 
as if I were your real mother, “Have you any expeftation 
that Sir Charles Grandison will be yours?” 
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Dear madam, Is not this as hard a queSlion to be put to 
me, as that which you put to him? 

Yes, my dear—full as hard. And I am as ready to ask 
your pardon, as I was his, if you are really displeased with 
me for putting it. Are you, Miss Byron? Excuse me, 
Mrs. Reeves, for thus urging your lovely cousin: I am at 
leaSt intitled to the excuse Sir Charles Grandison made 
for me, that it is a demonstration of my value for her. 

I have declared, madam, returned I, and it is from my 
heart, that I think he ought to be the husband of the Lady 
abroad: And tho’ I prefer him to all the men I ever saw, 
yet I have resolved, if possible, to conquer the particular 
regard I have for him. He has in a very noble manner 
offered me his friendship, so long as it may be accepted 
without interfering with any other attachments on my 
part: And I will be satisfied with that. 

A friendship so pure, replied the Countess, as that of 
such a man, is consistent with any other attachments. My 
Lord D. will, with his whole Soul, contribute all in his 
power to Strengthen it: He admires Sir Charles Grand¬ 
ison : He would think it a double honour to be acquaint¬ 
ed with him through you. DeareSt Miss Byron, take an¬ 
other worthy young man into your friendship, but with a 
tenderer name: I shall then claim a fourth place in it for 
myself. O my dear! What a quadruple knot will you tie! 

Your Ladyship does me too much honour, was all I 
could juSt then reply. 

I muSl have an answer, my dear: I will not take up with 
a compliment. 

This, then, madam, is my answer—I hope I am an 
honeSt creature:—I have not a heart to give. 

Then you have expectations, my dear.—Well, I will 
call you mine y if I can . Never did I think that I could have 
made the proposal, that I am going to make you: But in 
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my eyes, as well as in my Lord’s, you are an incomparable 
young woman.—This is it—W e will not think of the alli¬ 
ance proposed to us (It is yet but a proposal, and to which 
we have not returned any answer) till we see what turn 
the affair Sir Charles is gone upon, takes. You once said, 
you could prefer my son to any of the men that had hither¬ 
to applied to you for your favour. Your affections to Sir 
Charles were engaged before you knew us. Will you allow 
my son this preference, which will be the firSl preference, 
if Sir Charles engages himself abroad? 

Your Ladyship surprises me: Shall I not improve by 
the example you have jud now set before me? Who was it 
that said, and a man too? “With what face could I look up 
to a woman of honour and delicacy, such a one as the 
Lady before whom I now dand, if I could own a wish, 
that, while my heart leaned to one person, I should think 
of keeping another in suspense till I saw whether I could 
or could not be the other’s? “No, madam, I would sooner 
die,” as Sir Charles said, “than offer such an indignity to 
both." But I know, madam, that you only made this pro¬ 
posal, as you did another to Sir Charles Grandison, as a 
trial of my heart. 

Upon my word, my dear, I should, I think, be glad to 
be intitled to such an excuse: But I was really in earned; 
and now take a little shame to myself. 

What charming ingenuousness in this Lady 1 

She clasped her arms about me, and kissed my cheek 
again. I have but one plea to make for myself; I could not 
have fallen into such an error (the example so recently 
given to the contrary) had I not wished you to be, before 
any woman in the world, Countess of D.—Noble' crea¬ 
ture ! No title can give you dignity. May your own wishes 
< be granted! 
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My cousin’s eyes ran over with pleasure. 

The Countess asked, When I returned to Northamp¬ 
tonshire? I told her my intention. She charged me to see 
her fir£t. But I can tell you, said she, my Lord shall not be 
present when you come: Not once more will I trail him 
in yolir company; and if he should ileal a visit, unknown 
to me, let not your cousin see him, Mrs. Reeves. He does 
indeed admire you, Love, looking at me. 

I acknowleged, with a grateful heart, her goodness to 
me. She engaged me to correspond with her when I got 
home. Her commands were an honour done me, that I 
could not refuse myself. Her son, she smilingly told me, 
should no more see my Letters, than my Person. 

At her going away—I will tell you one thing, said she: 
I never before, in a business which my heart was set upon, 
was so effectually silenced by a precedent produced by 
myself in the same conversation. I came with an assur¬ 
ance of success. When our hearts are engaged in a hope, 
we are apt to think every itep we take for the promoting 
it, reasonable: Our passions, my dear, will evermore run 
away with our judgment. But, now I think of it, I muft, 
when I say our , make two exceptions; one for you, and 
one for Sir Charles Grandison. 

But, Lucy, tell me—May I-, do you think, explain the 
meaning of the word Selfish used by Sir Charles in the 
conclusion of the Library-conference at Colnebrook (and 
which puzzled me then to make out) by his disclaiming 
of selfishness in the conversation with the Countess above- 
recited? If I may, what an opening of his heart does that 
word give in my favour, were he at liberty? Does it not 
look,* my dear, as if his Honour checked him, when his 
Love would have prompted him to wish me to preserve 
my heart disengaged till his return from abroad? Nor let 
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it be said, that it was dishonourable in him to have such a 
thought, as it was checked and overcome ; and as it was suc¬ 
ceeded by such an emotion, that he was obliged to depart 
abruptly from me.—Let me repeat the words—You may 
not have my Letter at hand which relates that affetting 
address to me; and it is impossible for me, while I have 
memory, to forget them. He had juft concluded his brief 
hiftory of Clementina—“And now, madam, what can I 
say?—Honour forbids me!—Yet honour bids me—Yet 
I cannot be unjuft, ungenerous, selfish !"—If I may flat¬ 
ter myself, Lucy, that he did love me when he said this, 
and that he had a conflict in his noble heart between the 
Love on one side so hopeless (for I could not forgive him, 
if he did not love, as well as pity, Clementina), and on the 
other not so hopeless, were there to have been no bar be¬ 
tween—Shall we not pity him for the arduous ftruggle? 
Shall we not see that honour carried it, even in favour of 
the hopeless againft the hopeful,and. applaud him the more 
for being able to overcome? How shall we call virtue by 
its name, if it be not tried; and if it hath no conteft with 
inclination? 

If I am a vain self-flatterer, tell me, chide me, Lucy; 
but allow me, however, at the same time, this praise, if I 
can make good my claim to it, that my conqueft of my 
passion is at leaft as glorious for me, as his is for him, 
were he to love me ever so well; since I can moft sincerely, 
however painfully, subscribe to the preference which 
Honour, Love, Compassion, unitedly, give to Clemen¬ 
tina. 
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LETTER III. 


Miss Byron. In Continuation . 


Monday Night, 


M Y cousins and I, by invitation, supp’d with Lady G. 

this afternoon, Lord and Lady L. were there; Lady 
Olivia also, and Lady Maffei. 

I have set them all into a consternation, as they ex¬ 
pressed themselves, by my declaration of leaving London 
on my return home, early on Friday morning next. I 
knew, that were I to pass the whole summer here, I muSt 
be peremptory at laSt. The two siSters vow, that I shall 
not go so soon. They say, that I have seen so few of the 
town-diversions—Town-diversions, Lucy!—I have had 
diversion enough of one sort!—But in your arms, my 
dear friends, I shall have consolation—And I want it. 

I have great regrets, and shall have hourly more, as the 
day approaches, on the leaving of such dear and obliging 
friends: But I am determined. 

My cousin’s coach will convey me to Dunstable; and 
there, I know, I shall meet with my indulgent uncle, or 
your brother. I would not have it publicly known, be¬ 
cause of the officious gentlemen in the neighbourhood. 

Dr. Bartlett intended to set out for Grandison-hall to¬ 
morrow: But from the natural kindness of his heart he 
has suspended his journey to Thursday next. No con¬ 
sideration, therefore, shall detain me, if I am well. 

My cousins are grieved: They did not expedl that I 
would be a word and a blow, as they phrase it. 

Lady Olivia expressed herself concerned, that she, in 
particular, was to lose me. She had proposed great plea- 


c 
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sure, she said, in the parties she should make in my com¬ 
pany. But, after what Emily told me, she appears to me as 
a Medusa; and were I to be thought by her a formidable 
rival, I might have as much reason to be afraid of the po¬ 
tion, as the man she loves of the poniard. Emily has kept 
the secret from every-body but me. And I rely on the in¬ 
violable secrecy of all you, my friends. 

Lord and Lady L. had designed to go to Colnebrook 
to-morrow, or at my day, having hopes of getting me 
with them: But now, they say, they will Stay in town till 
they can see whether I am to be prevailed upon, or will be 
obdurate. 

Lady Olivia enquired after the distance of Northamp¬ 
tonshire. She will make the Tour of England, she says, 
and visit me there. I was obliged to say I should take her 
visit as an honour. 

Wicked Politeness! Of how many falshoods doSt thou 
make the people, who are called ■polite^ guilty 1 

But there is one man in the world, who is remarkable 
for his truth, yet is unquestionably polite. He censures 
not others for complying with fashions established by 
cuStom; but he gives not in to them. He never perverts 
the meaning of words. He never, for instance, suffers his 
servants to deny him, when he is at home. If he is busy, he 
juSt finds time to say he is, to unexpected visiters ;and ifthey 
will Stay, he turns them over to his SiSters, to Dr. Bartlett, 
to Emily, till he can attend them. But then he has always 
done so. Every one knows that he lives to his own heart, 
and they expefl it of him; and when they can have his com¬ 
pany, they have double joy in the ease and chearfulness 
that attend his leisure: They then have him wholly. And 
he can be the more polite, as the company then is all his 
business. 
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Sir Charles might the better do so, as he came over so 
few months ago, after so long an absence; and his reputa¬ 
tion for politeness was so well established, that people ra¬ 
ther looked for rules from him, than a conformity to 
theirs. 

His denials of complimenting Lady Olivia (tho’ she 
was but juSt arrived in his native country, where she never 
was before) with the suspending of his departure for one 
week, or but for one day—Who but he could have given 
them? But he was convinced, that it was right to haSten 
away for the sake of Clementina and his Jeronymo; and 
that it would have been wrong to shew Olivia, even for 
her own sake, that in such a competition she had conse¬ 
quence with him; and all her entreaties, all her menaces, 
the detected poniard in her hand, could not shake his 
Steady soul, and make him delay his well-settled purpose. 


LETTER IV. 

M/jjByron./« Continuation . 

Tuesday Mornings April 18. 

T HIS naughty Lady G!—She is excessively to blame. 

Lord L. is out of patience with her. So is Lady L. 
Emily says, she loves her dearly; but she does not love 
her ways. Lord G. as Emily tells me, talks of coming to 
me; the cause of quarrel supposed to be not great: But 
trifles, insiSledupon,makefrequentlythewideSlbreaches. 
Whatever it be, it is between themselves; and neither 
cares to tell: But Lord and Lady L. are angry with her, 
for the ludicrous manner in which she treats him. 

The misunderstanding happened after my cousin and 

• C2 
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I left them laft night. I was not in spirits, and declined 
flaying to cards. Lady Olivia and her aunt went away at 
the same time. Whidt was the game. Lord and Lady L. 
Dr. Bartlett and Emily, were ca£t in. In the middt of their 
play, Lady G. came hurrying down Stairs to them, warbl¬ 
ing an air: Lord G. followed her, much disturbed’. Ma¬ 
dam, I muSt tell you, said he—Why must, my Lord? I 
don’t bid you. 

Sit Still, child, said she to Emily; and took her seat be¬ 
hind her—Who wins ? Who loses ? 

Lord G. walked about the room—Lord and Lady L. 
were unwilling to take notice, hoping it would go off; for 
there had been a few livelinesses on her side at dinner¬ 
time, tho’ all was serene at supper. 

Dr. Bartlett offered her his cards. She refused them— 
No, Dodtor, said she, I will play my own cards: I shall 
have enough to do to play them well. 

As you manage it, so you will, madam, said Lord G. 

Don’t expose yourself, my Lord: We are before com¬ 
pany. Lady L. you have nothing but trumps in your hand. 

Let me say a word or two to you, madam, said Lord G. 
to her. 

I am all obedience, my Lord. 

She arose. He would have taken her hand: She put it 
behind her. 

Not your handy madam ? 

I can’t spare it. 

He flung from her, and went out of the room. 

Lord bless me, said she, returning to the card-table 
with a gay unconcern. What dtrange passionate creatur’es 
are these men 1 

Charlotte, said Lady L. I wonder atyou. 

Then I give you joy— 
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What do you mean, sifter?— 

We women love wonder, and the wonder-full! 

Surely, Lady G. said Lord L. you are wrong. 

I give your Lordship joy, too. 

On what? 

That my sifter is always right. 

Indeed, madam, were I Lord G. I should have no pa¬ 
tience. 

A good hint for you, Lady L. I hope you will take this 
for a warning, and be good. 

When I behave as you do, Charlotte— 

I underftand you, Lady L. you need not speak out— 
Every one in their way. 

You would not behave thus, were my brother— 

Perhaps not. 

Dear Charlotte, you are excessively wrong. 

So I think, returned she. 

Why then do you not— 

Mend, Lady L.? All in good time. 

Her woman came in with a message, expressing her 
Lord’s desire to see her.—The duce is in these men! 
They will neither be satisfied with us, nor without us. 
But I am all obedience: No vow will I break—And out 
she went. 

Lord G. not returning presently, and Lord and Lady 
L’s chariot being come, they both took this opportunity, 
in order to shew their displeasure, to go away without 
taking leave of their sifter. Dr. Bartlett retired to his 
apartment. And when Lady G. came down, she was sur¬ 
prised, and a little vexed, to find only Emily there. Lord 
G. came in at another door—Upon my word, my Lord, 
this is ft range behaviour in you: You fright away, with 
your husband-like airs, all one’s company. 
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Good God!—I am astonished at you, madam. 

What signifies your astonishment?—when you have 
scared every-body out of the house. 

I, madam 1 

You, Sir! Yes, You!—Did you not lord it over me in 
my dressing-room?—To be easy and quiet, Did I not'fly 
to our company in the drawing-room? Did you not follow 
me there—with looks—Very pretty looks for a new- 
married man, I assure you! Then did you not want to 
take me aside—Would not any-body have supposed it 
was to express your sorrow for your odd behaviour? Was 
I not all obedience?—Did you not, with very mannish 
airs, slight me for my compliance, and fly out of the room? 
All the company could witness the calmness with which I 
returned to them, that they might not be grieved for me; 
nor think our misunderstanding a deep one. Well, then, 
when your Stomach came down, as I supposed, you sent 
for me out: No doubt, thought I, to express his concern 
now.—I was all obedience again. 

And did I not beseech you, madam— 

Beseech me, my Lord!—Yes—But with such looks 1 — 
I married, Sir, let me tell you, a man with another face— 
See, see, Emily—He is gone again. 

My Lord flew out of the room in a rage—O these men, 
my dear! said she to Emily. 

I know, said Emily, what I could have answered, if I 
dared: But it is ill meddling, as I have heard say, between 
man and wife. 

Emily says, the quarrel was not made up; but was 
carried higher £till in the morning. 

She had but juft finished her tale, when the following 
billet was brought me, from Lady G. 
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Harriet , Tuesday Morning. 

I F you love me, if you pity me, come hither this instant: 

I have great need of your counsel. I am resolved to be 
unmarried; and therefore subscribe myself by the be¬ 
loved name of 

CHARLOTTE GRANDISON. 

I instantly dispatched the following: 

I KNOW no such person as Charlotte Grandison. I 
love Lady G. but can pity only her Lord. I will not 
come near you. I have no counsel to give you; but that 
you will not jeft away your own happiness. 

HARRIET BYRON. 

In half an hour after, came a servant from Lady G. with 
the following Letter. 

S O, then, I have made a blessed hand of wedlock. My 
brother gone: My man excessive unruly: Lord and 
Lady L. on his side, without enquiring into merits, or de¬ 
merits: Lectured by Dr. Bartlett’s grave face: Emily 
standing aloof; her finger in her eye: And now my Har¬ 
riet renouncing me: And all in one week! 

What can I do?—War seems to be declared: And will 
you not turn mediatrix?—You won’t, you say. Let it 
alone. Nevertheless, I will lay the whole matter before 
you. 

It was laft night, the week from the wedding day not 
completed, that Lord G. thought fit to break into my re¬ 
tirement without my leave—By the way, he was a little 
impertinent at dinner-time; but that I passed over.— 



24 The History of [Vol. 4. 

What boldness is this, said I!—Pray, Sir, begone— 
Why leave you your company below? 

I come, my dearest life, to make a request to you. 

The man began with civility enough, had he had a little 
less of his odious rapture; for he flung his arms about me, 
Jenny in presence. A husband’s fondness is enough to 
ruin these girls. Don’t you think, Harriet, that there is an 
immorality in it, before them ? 

I refuse your request, be it what it will. How dare you 
invade me in my retirement?—You may believe, that I 
intended not to slay long above, my sisler below. Does 
the ceremony, so lately past, authorize want of breeding? 

Want of breeding, madam!—And he did so £lare! 

Leave me, this instant—I looked good-natured, I sup¬ 
pose, in my anger; for he declared he would not; and 
again throwing his arms about me as I sat, joined his 
sharp face to mine, and presumed to kiss me; Jenny £till 
in the room. 

Now, Harriet, you never will desert me in a point of 
delicacy, I am sure. You cannot defend these odious free¬ 
doms in a matrimony so young, unless you would be 
willing to be served so yourself. 

You may suppose, that then I let loose my indignation 
upon him. And he £tole out, daring to mutter, and be dis¬ 
pleased. The word devil was in his mouth. 

Did he call me devil, J enny ? 

No, indeed, madam, said the wench—And, Harriet, 
see the ill example of such a free behaviour before her: 
She presumed to prate in favour of the man’s fit of fond¬ 
ness ; yet, at other times, is a prude of a girl! 

Before my anger was gone down, in again [It is‘truth, 
Harriet] came the bold wretch. I will not, said he, as you 
are not -particularly employed, leave you—Upon my soul, 
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madam, you don’t use me well. But if you will oblige me 
with your company to-morrow morning— 

No-where, Sir— 

Only to breakfast with Miss Byron, my dear —As a 
mark of your obligingness, I request it. 

His dear!—Now I hate a hypocrite, of all things. I 
knew that he had a design to make a shew of his bride, as 
his property, at another place; and seeing me angry 
thought he would name a visit agreeable to me, and 
which at the same time would give him a merit with you 
and preserve to himself the consequence of being obliged 
by his obedient wife, at the word of authority. 

From this foolish beginning arose our mighty quarrel. 
What vexed me was, the art of the man, and the evident 
design he had to get you of his side. He, in the course of 
it, threatened me with appealing to you—To intend to 
ruin me in the Love of my dearest friend! Who, that 
valued that friend, could forgive it? You may believe, that 
if he had not proposed it, and after such accumulated off¬ 
ences, it was the very visit that I should have been de¬ 
lighted with. 

Indeed, Sir—Upon my word, my Lord—I do assure 
you, Sir,—with a moderate degree of haughtiness—was 
what the quarrel arose to, on my side—And, at la£t, to a 
declaration of rebellion—I won't. 

On his side, Upon my soul, madam—Let me perish, 
if—And then hesitating—You use me ill, madam. I have 
not deserved—And give me leave to say—I insist upon 
being obliged, madam. 

There was no bearing of this, Harriet.—It was a cool 
evening; but I took up my fan—Hey-day! said I, What 
language is this?—You insist upon it , my Lord!—I think 
I am married; Am I not?—And I took my watch, Half 
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an hour after ten on Monday night—the—What day of 
the month is this?—Please the Lord, I will note down 
this beginning moment of your authoritative demeanour. 

My dear Lady G. [The wretch called me by his own 
name, perhaps further to insult me] if I could bear this 
treatment, it is impossible for me to love you as I do. 

So it is in hove to me, that you are to put on already all 
the husband!—Jenny! [Do you see, my Lord, affecting a 
whisper, how you dash the poor wench? How like a fool 
she looks at our folly!] Remember, Jenny, that to-mor¬ 
row morning you carry my wedding-suits to Mrs. Arn¬ 
old ; and tell her, she has forgot the hanging-sleeves to the 
gowns. Let her put them on out of hand. 

I was proceeding—But he rudely, gravely, and even 
with an air of scorn [There was no bearing that, you know] 
admonished me; A little less wit, madam, and a little 
more discretion, would perhaps better become you. 

This was too true to be forgiven. You'll say it, Harriet, 
if I don’t. And to come from a man that was not over¬ 
burdened with either—But I had too great a command of 
myself to say so. My dependence, my Lord [This I did 
say] is upon your judgment: That will always be a balance 
to my wit; and, with the assistance of your reproving 
Love, will in time teach me discretion. 

Now, my dear, was not this a high compliment to him? 
Ought he not to have taken it as such? Especially as I 
looked grave, and dropt him a very fine courtesy. But 
either his conscience or his ill-nature (perhaps you’ll say 
both) made him take it as a reflexion [True as you are 
alive, Harriet!]. He bit his lip. Jenny, begone, said he— 
Jenny, don’t go, said I.—Jenny knew not which to obey. 
Upon my word, Harriet, I began to think the man would 
have cuffed me.—And while he was in his air of mock- 
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majesty, I Slept to the door, and whipt down to my com¬ 
pany. 

As married people are not to expose themselves to 
their friends (who, I once heard you sagely remark, would 
remember disagreeable things, when the honeSt pair had 
forgot them) I was determined to be prudent. You would 
have been charmed with me, my dear, for my discretion. 
I will cheat by-Standers, thought I; I will make my Lord 
and Lady L. Dr. Bartlett, and Emily, whom I had before 
set in at cards, think we are egregiously happy—And 
down I sat, intending, with a lamblike peaceableness, to 
make observations on the play. But soon after, in whipt 
my indiscreet Lord, his colour heightened, his features 
working: And tho’ I cautioned him not to expose himself, 
yet he assumed airs that were the occasion, as you shall 
hear, of frighting away my company. He withdrew, in 
consequence of those airs ; and, after a little while (repenting, 
as I hoped) he sent for me out. Some wives would have 
played the queen Vashti on their tyrant, and refused to 
go: But I, all obedience (my vow, so recently made, in my 
head) obeyed, at the very firSt word: Yet you muft think 
that I (meek as I am naturally) could not help recriminat¬ 
ing. He was too lordly to be expostulated with.—There 
was, “I tell you, madam,” and “I won’t be told, Sir;” and 
when I broke from the passionate creature, and hoped to 
find my company, behold! they were all gone! None but 
Emily left. And thus might poor Lady L. be sent home, 
weeping, perhaps, for such an early marriage-tyranny 
exerted on her meek siSter. 

Well, and don’t you think that we looked like a couple 
of fools at each other, when we saw ourselves left alone, as 
I may say, to fight it out? I did expostulate with him as 
mildly as I could: He would have made it up with me 
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afterwards; but, no! there was no doing that, as a girl of 
your nice notions may believe, after he had, by his violent 
airs, exposed us both before so many witnesses. In decency 
therefore, I was obliged to keep it up: And now our mis¬ 
understanding blazes; and is at such a comfortable height, 
that if we meet by accident, we run away from each other 
by design. We have already made two breakfaSl-tables: 
Yet I am meek; he is sullen: I make courtesies; he returns 
not bows.—Sullen creature, and a ruStic!—I go to my 
harpsichord; melody enrages him. He is worse than Saul; 
for Saul could be gloomily pleased with the music even of 
the man he hated. 

I would have got you to come to us: That I thought 
was tending to a compliance; for it would have been con¬ 
descending too much , as he is so very perverse, if I had 
accompanied him to you. He has a great mind to appeal 
to you; but I have half raillied him out of his purpose. I 
sent to you. What an answer did you return me!—Cruel 
Harriet! to deny your requested mediation in a differ¬ 
ence that has arisen between man and wife!—But let the 
fire glow. If it spares the house, and only blazes in the 
chimney, I can bear it. 

Cross creature, adieu! If you know not such a woman 
as Grandison, Heaven grant that I may\ and that my 
wishes may be answered as to th e person \ and then I will 
not know a Byron. 

See, Lucy, how high this dear flighty creature bribes I 
But I will not be in fluenced, by her bribery to take her part. 
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LETTER V. 

Miss Byron. In Continuation. 

• Tuesday Night. 

I AM ju£t returned from St. James’s Square. 

But, firCt, I should tell you, that I had a visit from 
Lady Olivia and Lady Maffei. Our conversation was in 
Italian and French. Lady Olivia and I had a quarter of an 
hour’s discourse in private: You may guess at our sub¬ 
ject. She is not without that tenderness of heart which is 
the indispensable characteristic of a woman. She lament¬ 
ed the violence of her temper, in a manner so affeCting, 
that I cannot help pitying her, tho’ at the inStant I had in 
my head a certain attempt that makes me shudder when¬ 
ever I think of it. She regrets my going to Northampton¬ 
shire so soon. I have promised to return her visit to-mor¬ 
row in the afternoon. 

She sets out on Friday next for Oxford. She wished I 
could accompany her. She resolves to see all that is worth 
seeing in the western circuit, as I may call it. She ob¬ 
serves, she says, that Sir Charles Grandison’s sillers, and 
their Lords, are very particularly engaged at present; and 
are in expectation of a call to Windsor, to attend Lord W’s 
nuptials: She will therefore, having attendants enough, 
and two men of consideration in her train, one of whom is 
not unacquainted with England, take cursory tours over 
the kingdom; having a taCte for travelling, and finding it 
a great relief to her spirits: And when Lady L. and Lady 
G. are'more disengaged, will review the seats and places 
which she shall think worthy of a second visit, in their 
company. 
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She professed to like the people here, and the face of 
the country; and talked favourably of the religion of it: 
'But, poor woman 1 she likes all those the better, I doubt 
hot, for the sake of one Englishman. Love, Lucy, gilds 
^very objedt which bears a relation to the person beloved. 

Lady Maffei was very free in blaming her nidce for 
this excursion. She took her chiding patiently; but yet, 
like a person that thought it too much in her power to 
gratify the person blaming her, to pay much regard to 
what she said. 

I took a chair to Lady G’s. Emily ran to meet me in the 
hall. She threw her arms about me: I rejoice you are 
come, said she. Did you not meet the house in the square? 
—What means my Emily?—Why, it has been flung out 
of the windows, as the saying is. Ah madam! we are all to 
pieces. One so careless, the other so passionate!—But, 
hush! Here comes Lady G.— 

Take, Lucy, in the dialogue-way, particulars. 

Lady G. Then you are come, at la£t, Harriet. You 
wrote, that you would not come near me. 

Harriet. I did; but I could not dtay away. Ah, Lady G. 
you will destroy your own happiness ? 

Lady G. So you wrote. Not one word, on the subjedt 
you hint at, that you have ever said or written before. I 
hate repetitions, child. 

Harriet. Then I mu£t be silent upon it. 

Lady G. Not of necessity. You can say new things up¬ 
on old subjects.—But hush! Here comes the man.—She 
ran to her harpsichord—Is this it, Harriet? and touched 
the keys—repeating, 

Softly sweet , in Lydian measures , 

Soon she sooth'd -— 
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Enter Lord G. 

Lord G. Miss Byron, I am your moil obedient ser¬ 
vant. The sight of you rejoices my soul.—Madam (to his 
Lady) you have not been long enough together to begin a 
tune. I know what this is for— 

Lady G. Harmony! harmony! is a charming thing! 
But I, poor I! know not any but what this simple inilru- 
ment affords me. 

Lord G. lifting up his hands. Harmony, madam! God is 
my witness—But I will lay every-thing before Miss By¬ 
ron. 

Lady G. You need not, my Lord: She knows as much 
as she can know, already; except the fine colourings be 
added to the woeful tale, that your unbridled spirit can 
give it.—Have you my long Letter about you, Harriet? 

Lord G. And could you, madam, have the heart to 
write— 

Lady G. Why, my Lord, do you mince the matter? For 
Heart , read Courage. You may speak as plain in Miss By¬ 
ron’s presence, as you did before she came: I know what 
you mean. 

Lord G. Let it be Courage , then. 

Harriet. Fie, fie, Lord G. Fie, fie, Lady G. What 
lengths do you run 1 If I underhand the matter right, you 
have both, like children, been at play, till you have fallen, 
out. 

Lord G. If, Miss Byron, you know the truth, and can 
blame me— 

Harriet. I blame you only, my Lord, for being in a 
passion. You see, my Lady is serene: She keeps her tem¬ 
per : She looks as if she wanted to be friends with you. 
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Lord G. O that cursed serenity!—When my soul is 
torn by a whirlwind— 

Lady G. A good tragedy rant 1—But, Harriet, you are 
mistaken: My Lord G. is a very passionate man. So 
jhumble, so—what shall I call it? before marriage—Did 
I not the man see what a creature I was?—To bear with me, 
when he had no obligation to me; and not now, when he 
has the highest —A miserable sinking!—O Harriet! 
Harriet! Never, never marry! 
k " Harriet. Dear Lady G. you know in your own heart 
you are wrong— Indeed you are wrong— 

Lord G. God for ever reward you, madam!—I will tell 
you how it began— 

Lady G. “Began!” She knows that already, I tell you, 
my Lord. But what has passed within these four hours, she 
knows not: You may entertain her with that , if you please. 
—It was juSt about the time this day is a week, that we 
were all together, mighty comfortably, at St. George’s, 
Hanover-Square— 

Lord G. Every tittle of what you promised there, ma¬ 
dam— 

Lady G. And I, my Lord, could be your echo in this, 
were I not resolved to keep my temper; as you cannot but 
say I have done, all along. 

Lord G. You could not, madam, if you did not despise 
me. 

Lady G. You are wrong, my Lord, to think so: But 
you don’t believe yourself: If you did, the pride of your 
heart ought not to permit you to own it. 

Lord G. Miss Byron, give me leave— 

Lady G. Lord bless me! that people are so fond of ex¬ 
posing themselves! Had you taken my advice, when you 
pursued me out of my dressing-room into company— 
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My Lord, said I, as mildly as I now speak, Don't expose 
yourself. But he was not at all the wiser for my advice. 

Lord G. Miss Byron, you see—But I had not come 
down but to make my compliments to you. He bowed, 
and was about to withdraw. 

I took him by the sleeve—My Lord, you muft not go. 
Lady G. if your own heart justifies you for your part in 
this misunderstanding, say so; I challenge you to say so. 
—She was silent. 

Harriet . If otherwise, own your fault, promise amend¬ 
ment—Ask excuse. 

Lady G. Hey-day! 

Harriet . And my Lord will ask yours, for mistaking 
you—For being too easily provoked— 

Lord G . Too easily, madam 1— 

Harriet . What generous man would not smile at the 
foibles of a woman whose heart is only gay with pros¬ 
perity and lively youth; but has not the leaSt malice in it? 
Has not she made choice of your Lordship in preference 
of any other man ? She raillies every one; she can’t help it: 
She is to blame—Indeed, Lady G. you are. Your brother 
felt your edge; he once smarted by it, and was angry with 
you.—But afterwards, observing that it was her way, my 
Lord; that it was a kind of constitutional gaiety of heart, 
and exercised on those she loved beSt; he forgave, raillied 
her again, and turned her own weapons upon her; and 
every one in company was delighted with the spirit of 
both .—You love her, my Lord— 

Lord G. Never man more loved a woman. I am not an 
ill-natured man— 

Lady G. But a captious, a passionate one, Lord G,— 
Who’d have thought it? 

Lord G, Never was there, my dear Miss Byron, such a 

. d 
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strangely-aggravating creature! She could not be so, if she 
did not despise me. 

Lady G. Fiddle-faddle, silly man! And so you said be¬ 
fore. If you thought so, you take the way (don’t you?) to 
mend the matter, by dancing and capering about, and 
putting yourself into all manner of disagreeable attitudes; 
and even sometimes being ready to foam at the mouth?— 
I told him, Miss Byron, There he Stands, let him deny it, 
if he can; that I married a man with another face. Would 
not any other man have taken this for a compliment to his 
natural undiStorted face, and inStantly have pulled off the 
ugly mask of passion, and shewn his own?— 

Lord G. You see, you see, the air, Miss Byron!—How 
ludicrously does she now, even now— 

Lady G. See, Miss Byron!—How captious!—Lord 
G. ought to have a termagant wife: One who could return 
rage for rage. Meekness is my crime.—I cannot be put 
out of temper.—Meekness was never before attributed 
to woman as a fault. 

Lord G. Good God!—Meekness! —Good God! 

Lady G. But, Harriet, do you judge on which side the 
grievance lies.—Lord G. presents me with a face for his, 
that I never saw him wear before marriage: He has cheat¬ 
ed me, therefore. I shew him the same face that I ever 
wore, and treat him pretty much in the same manner (or I 
am mistaken) that I ever did: And what reason can he 
give, that will not demonstrate him to be the moSt un¬ 
grateful of men, for the airs he gives himself? Airs that he 
would not have presumed to put on eight days ago. Who 
then, Harriet, has reason to complain of grievance; m'y 
Lord,or I? 

Lord G. You see, Miss Byron—Can there be any ar- 



Let. 5.] Sir Charles Grandison 35 

guing with a woman who knows herself to be in j eft, in all 
she says? 

Harriet. Why then, my Lord, make a j eft of it. What 
will not bear an argument, will not be worth one’s anger. 

Lord G. I leave it to Miss Byron, Lady G. to decide be¬ 
tween us, as she pleases. 

Lady G. You’d better leave it to me, Sir. 

Harriet. Do, my Lord. 

Lord G. Well, madam!—And what is your decree? 

Lady G. You, Miss Byron, had beft be Lady Chancel¬ 
lor, after all. I should not bear to have my decree disputed, 
after it is pronounced. 

Harriet. If I muft, my decree is this:—You, Lady G. 
shall own yourself in fault; and promise amendment. My 
Lord shall forgive you; and promise that he will, for the 
future, endeavour to diftinguish between your good and 
your ill-nature: That he will sit down to jeft with your 
jeft, and never be difturbed at what you say, when he sees 
it accompanied with that archness of eye and lip which 
you put on to your brother, and to every one whom 
you beft love, when you are disposed to be teazingly 
facetious. 

Lady G. Why, Harriet, you have given Lord G. a clue 
to find me out, and spoil all my sport. 

Harriet. What say you, my Lord? 

Lord G. Will Lady G. own herself in fault, as you pro¬ 
pose? 

Lady G. Odious recrimination!—I leave you together. 
I never was in fault in my life. Am I not a woman ? If my 
Lord will ask pardon for his froppishness, as we say of 
children— 

She ftopt, and pretended to be going— 

d2 
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Harriet. That my Lord shall not do, Charlotte. You 
have carried the jeft too far already. My Lord shall pre¬ 
serve his dignity for his wife's sake. My Lord, you will 
not permit LadyG. to leave us, however? 

He took her hand, and pressed it with his lips: For 
God’s sake, madam, let us be happy: It is in your power 
to make us both so: It ever shall be in your power. If I 
have been in fault, impute it to my Love. I cannot bear 
your contempt; and I never will deserve it. 

Lady G. Why could not this have been said some hours 
ago?—Why, slighting my early caution, would you ex¬ 
pose yourself? 

I took her aside. Be generous, Lady G. Let not your 
husbandhe the only person to whom you are not so. 

Lady G. (whispering). Our quarrel has not run half its 
length. If we make up here, we shall make up clumsily. 
One of the silliest things in the world is, a quarrel that 
ends not, as a coachman after a journey comes in, with a 
spirit. We shall certainly renew it. 

Harriet. Take the caution you gave to my Lord: Don’t 
expose yourself. And another; That you cannot more 
effectually do so, than by exposing your husband. I am 
more than half-ashamed of you. You are not the Char¬ 
lotte I once thought you were. Let me see, if you have any 
regard to my good opinion of you, that you can own an 
error with some grace. 

Lady G . I am a meek, humble, docible creature. She 
turned to me, and made me a rustic courtesy, her hands 
before her: I’ll try for it; tell me, if I am right. Then 
stepping towards my Lord, who was with his back to'us 
looking out at the window—and he turning about to her, 
bowing—My Lord, said she, Miss Byron has been tell¬ 
ing me more than I knew before of my duty. She proposes 
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herself one day to make a won-der-ful obedient wife.lt 
would have been well for you, perhaps, had I had her ex¬ 
ample to walk by. She seems to say, that now I am mar¬ 
ried, I mu£t be grave, sage, and passive: That smiles will 
hardly become me: That I mu& be prim and formal, and 
revere'nce my husband.—If you think this behaviour 
will become a married woman, and expe< 5 t it from me, 
pray, my Lord, put me right by your frowns, whenever I 
shall be wrong. For the future, if I ever find myself dis¬ 
posed to be very light-hearted, I will ask your leave be¬ 
fore I give way to it. And now, what is next to be done? 
humorously courtesying, her hands before her. 

He clasped her in his arms: Dear provoking creature ! 
This, this is next to be done—I ask you but to love me 
half as much as I love you, and I shall be the happiest man 
on earth. 

My Lord, said I, you ruin all by this condescension on 
a speech and air so ungracious. If this is all you get by it, 
never, never, my Lord, fall out again. O Charlotte 1 If you 
are not generous, you come off much, much too easily. 

Well now, my Lord, said she, holding out her hand, as 
if threatening me, let you and me, man-and-wife-like, 
join against the interposer in our quarrels.—Harriet, I 
will not forgive you for the la£t part of your lefture. 

And thus was this idle quarrel made up. All that vexes 
me on the occasion is, that it was not made up with dig¬ 
nity on my Lord’s part. His honest heart so overflowed 
with joy at his lips, that the naughty creature, by her arch 
leers, every now-and-then, shewed, that she was sensible 
of her consequence to his happiness. But, Lucy, don’t let 
her sink too low in your efteem: She has many fine qual¬ 
ities. 

They prevailed on me to £tay supper. Emily rejoiced 
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in the reconciliation: Her heart was, as I may say, visible 
in her joy. Can I love her better than I do? If I could, she 
would, every time I see her, give me reason for it. 


LETTER VI. 

Miss Byron. In Continuation, 

Wedn.Noon, Apr. 19. 

I T would puzzle you to guess at a visiter I had this 
morning.—Honeft Mr. Fowler. I was very glad to see 
him. He brought me a Letter from his worthy uncle. 
Good Sir Rowland! I had a joy that I thought I should 
not have had while I stayed in London, on its being put 
into my hand, tho’ the contents gave me sensible pain. I 
inclose it. It is dated from Caermarthen. Be pleased to 
read it here. 

Caermarthen , April 11. 

H OW shall I, in fit manner, inscribe my Letter to the 
loveliest of women! I don’t mean because of your 
loveliness; but whether as daughter , or not, as you did me 
the honour to call yourself. Really, and truly, I muft say, 
that I had rather call you by another name, tho’ a little 
more remote as to consanguinity. Lord have mercy upon 
me, how have I talked of you! How many of our fine 
Caermarthen girls have I filled with envy of your peerless 
perfections! 

Here am I settled to my heart’s content, could I but 
obtain—You know whom I mean.—A town of gentry: 
A fine country round us—A fine estate of our own. 
Esteemed, nay, for that matter, beloved , by all our neigh- 
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bours and tenants. Who so happy as Rowland Meredith, 
if his poor boy could be happy!—Ah, madam! And can’t 
it be so? I am afraid of asking. Yet I understand, that not¬ 
withstanding all the Jack-a-dandies that have been flut¬ 
tering about you, you are what you were when I left town. 
Some whispers have gone out of a fine gentleman indeed, 
who had a great kindness for you; but yet that something 
was in the way between you. The Lord bless and prosper 
my dear daughter , as I muSt then call you, and not niece, if 
you have any kindness for him. And if as howyou have, it 
would be wonderfully gracious if you would but give half 
a hint of it to my nephew, or if so be you will not to him, 
to me, your father , you know, under your own precious 
hand. The Lord be good unto me! But I shall never see 
the She that will Strike my fancy as you have done. But 
what a dreadful thing would it be, if you, who are so much 
courted and admired by many fine gallants, should at laSl 
be taken with a man who could not be yours! God forbid 
that such a disastrous thing should happen! I profess to 
you, madam, that a tear or two have Strayed down my 
cheeks at the thoughts of it. For why? Because you played 
no tricks with any man: You never were a coquet, as they 
call ’em. You dealt plainly, sincerely, and tenderly too, to 
all men; of which my nephew and I can bear witness. 

Well, but what now is the end of my writing?—Lord 
love you, cannot, cannot you at laSt give comfort to two 
honeSt hearts? HoneSter you never knew. And yet, if you 
could, I dare say you would. Well, then, and if you can’t, 
we muSl sit down as contented as we can; and that’s all we 
have for it.—But, poor young man! Look at him, if you 
read this before him. Strangely altered! Poor young man I 
—And if as how you cannot, why then, God bless my 
daughter\ that’s all. And I do assure you, that you have 
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our prayers every Lord’s day, from the bottom of our 
hearts. 

And now, if you will keep a secret, I will tell it you; and 
yet when I began, I did not intend it: The poor youth 
mud not know I do. It is done in the singleness of our 
hearts; and if you think we mean to gain your Love'for us 
by it, I do assure you, that you wrong us—My nephew 
declares, that he never will marry, if it be not Somebody: 
And he has made his will, and so have I his uncle; and, let 
me tell you, that if as how I cannot have a niece , my daugh¬ 
ter shall be the better, for having known, and treated as 
kindly as power was lent her, 

Her true Friend, loving Father, 

and obedient Servant, 

ROWLAND MEREDITH. 

Love and service to Mr. and Mrs. Reeves, and all 
friends who enquire after me. Farewel. God bless 
you l Amen. 

Have you, could you, Lucy, read this Letter with dry 
eyes? Generous, worthy, honest man! I read but half-way 
before Mr. Fowler—Glad I was, that I read no further. I 
should not have been able to have kept his uncle’s secret, 
if I had; had it been but to disclaim the acceptance of the 
generous purpose. The carrying it into effeft would ex¬ 
ceedingly digress me, besides the pain the demise of the 
honeSt man would give me; and the more, as I bespoke 
the fatherly relation from him myself. If such a thing were 
to he, Sir Charles Grandison’s generosity to the Danbys 
should be my example. 
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Do you know, Mr. Fowler, said I, the contents of the 
Letter you have put into my hand ? 

No further than that my uncle told me, it contained 
professions of fatherly love; and with wishes only—But 
without so much as expressing his hopes . 

Sir Rowland is a good man, said I: I have not read 
above half his Letter. There seems to be too much of the 
father in it, for me to read further, before my brother. God 
bless my brother Fowler, and reward the fatherly love of 
SirRowland to his daughter Byron!—I muft write to him. 

Mr. Fowler, poor man! profoundly sighed; bowed; 
with such a look of respe&ful acquiescence—Bless me, my 
dear, how am I to be distressed on all sides! by good men 
too; as Sir Charles could say he was, by good women. 

Is there nothing less than giving myself to either, that 
I can do to shew Mr. Orme and Mr. Fowler my true va¬ 
lue for them? 

Poor Mr. Fowler!—Indeed he looks to be, as Sir Row¬ 
land hints, not well.—Such a modeft, such an humble, 
such a silent Love—r!He coSt me tears at parting: I 
could not hide them. He heaped praises and blessings 
upon me, and hurried away at laSl, to hide his emotion, 
with a sentence unfinished—God preserve you, dear and 
worthy Sir! was all I could try to say. The laSt word Stuck 
in my throat, till he was out of hearing; and then I prayed 
for blessings upon him and his uncle: And repeated them, 
with fresh tears, on reading the reft of the affecting Let¬ 
ter. 

Mr. Fowler told Mr. Reeves, before I saw him, that he 
is to go to Caermarthen for the benefit of his native air, 
in a week. He let him know where he lodged in town. He 
had been riding for his health and diversion about the 
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country, ever since his uncle went; and has not been yet 
at Caermarthen. 

I wish Mr. Fowler had once, if but once, called me 
siSler: It would have been such a kind acquiescence, as 
would have given me some little pleasure on recolleftion. 
Methinks I don’t know how to have done writing’of Sir 
Rowland and Mr. Fowler. 

I sat down, however, while the uncle and nephew filled 
my thoughts, and wrote to the former. I have enclosed 
the copy of my Letter. Adieu, my Lucy. 


LETTER VII. 

Miss Byron, To .SVr Rowland Meredith. 

Wedn.Apr. 19. 

I T was with great pleasure that I received, this day, the 
kindeft Letter that ever was written by a real Father to 
his dearest Child. I was resolved that I would not go to 
reft till I had acknowleged the favour. 

How sweet is the name of father to a young person who, 
out of near one-and-twenty years of life, has for more than 
half the time been bereaved of hers; and who was also one 
of the beft of men! 

You gave me an additional pleasure in causing this re¬ 
membrance of your promised paternal goodness to be 
given me by Mr. Fowler in person. Till I knew you and 
him, I had no father, no brother. 

How good you are in your apprehensions that therfe 
may be a man on whom your daughter has caft her eye, 
and who cannot look upon her with the same diftinftion 
—O that I had been near you when you wrote that sweet- 
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ly-compassionating, that indulgent passage! I would have 
wiped the tears from your eyes myself, and reverenced 
you as my true father. 

You demand of me, as my father, a hint, or half a hint, 
as you call it, to be given to my brother Fowler; or if not 
to him| to you. To him, whom I call father, I mean all the 
duty of a child. I call him not father nominally only: I will, 
irksome as the subject is, own, without reserve, the truth 
to you (In tenderness to my brother, how could I to him?) 
—There is a man whom, and whom only, I could love as 
a good wife ought to love her husband. He is the beft of 
men. O my good Sir Rowland Meredith! if you knew 
him, you would love him yourself, and own him for your 
son. I will not conceal his name from my Father : Sir 
Charles Grandison is the man. Enquire about him. His 
character wET rise upon you from every mouth. He en¬ 
gaged fir ft all your daughter’s gratitude, by rescuing her 
from a great danger and oppression; for he is as brave as 
he is good: And how could she help suffering a tender¬ 
ness to spring up from her gratitude, of which she was 
never before sensible to any man in the world? There is 
something in the way, my good Sir; but not that proceeds 
from his slights or contempts. Your daughter could not 
live, if it were so. A glorious creature is in the way! who 
has suffered for him, who does suffer for him: He ought 
to be hers, and only hers; and if she can be recovered from 
a fearful malady that has seized her mind, he probably 
will. My daily prayers are, that God will reftore her! 

But yet, my dear Sir, my Friend, my Father! jnyefteerp. 
for this nobl est of me n is of such a nature, that I cannot 
give my hand to anv otKerTMr Father Meredith would 
nofwish me to give a hand without a heart. 

This, Sir, is the case. Let it, I beseech you, reft within 
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your own breaSt, and my brother Fowler’s. How few 
minds are there delicate and candid enough to see cir¬ 
cumstances of this kind in the light they ought to appear 
in 1 And pray for me, my good Sir Rowland; not that the 
way may be smoothed to what once would have crowned 
my wishes as to this life; but that Sir Charles Grandison 
may be happy with the Lady that is, and ought to be, 
deareSt to his heart; and that your daughter may be en¬ 
abled to rejoice in their felicity. Wjiai~m y good S ir, is. this 
span of life, that a passenger through it should seek to 
'overturn the interests of others to establish her own ? And 
can the Single Life be a grievance? Can it be destitute of 
the nobleSt tendernesses? No, Sir. You that have lived to 
an advanced age, in a fair fame, surrounded with com¬ 
forts, and as tender to a worthy nephew, as the moSt in¬ 
dulgent father could be to the worthiest of sons, can 
teStify for me, that it is not. 

But now, Sir, one word—I disclaim, but yet in all 
thankfulness, the acceptance of the favour signified to be 
intended me in the latter part of the paternal Letter be¬ 
fore me. Our acquaintance began with a hope, on your 
side, that I could not encourage. As I could not, Shall I 
accept of the benefit from you, to which I could only have 
been intitled (and that as I had behaved) had I been able 
to oblige you?—No, Sir! I will not, in this case, be bene¬ 
fited, when I cannot benefit. Put me not therefore, I be¬ 
seech you, Sir, if such an event (deplored by me, as it 
would be!) should happen, upon the necessity of enquir¬ 
ing after your other relations and friends. Sir Rowland 
Meredith my Father, and Mr. Fowler my Brother, are 
all to me of the family they distinguish by their relation, 
that I know at present. Let me not be made known to the 
reSt by a distinction that would be unjuSt to them, and to 
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yourself, as it mu£t deprive you of the grace of obliging 
those who have more than a Granger’s claim; and mud, 
in the event, lay them under the appearance of an obliga¬ 
tion to that Granger for doing them common justice. 

I use the word Sir anger with reference to those of your 
family and friends to whom I muSt really appear in that 
light. But, laying these considerations aside, in which I 
am determined not to interfere with them , I am, with the 
tendered regard, dear and good Sir, 

Tour ever-dutijul and 

affeftionate Daughter , 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER VIII. 

Miss Byron, To Miss Selby. 

Wedn. April 19. 

I SHALL dispatch this by your Gibson early in the 
morning. It was kind in you to bid him call, in his way 
down; for now I shall be almost sure of meeting (if not 
my uncle) your brother, and who knows, but my Lucy 
herself, at Dunstable? Where, barring accidents, I shall 
be on Friday night. 

You will see some of the worthiest people in the world, 
my dear, if you come, all prepared to love you; but let not 
any-body be put to inconvenience to meet me at Dun¬ 
stable. My noble friends here will proceed with me to 
Stratford, or even to Northampton, they say; but they 
will see me safe in the protection of Somebody I love, and 
whom they muSt love for my sake. 
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I don’t wonder that Sir Charles Grandison loves Mr. 
Beauchamp: He is a very worthy and sensible man. He, 
as every-body else, idolizes Sir Charles. It is some plea¬ 
sure to me, Lucy, that I £tand high in his esteem. To be 
respected by the worthy, is one of the greatest felicities in 
this life; for it is to be ranked as one of them. Sir Harry 
and his Lady are come to town. All, it seems, is harmony 
in that family. They cannot bear Mr. Beauchamp’s ab¬ 
sence from them for three days together. All the neigh¬ 
bouring gentlemen are in love with him. His manners 
are so gentle; his temper so even; so desirous to oblige; 
so genteel in his person; so pleasing in his address; he 
mu£t undoubtedly make a good woman very happy. 

But Emily, poor girl! sees only Sir Charles Grandison 
with eyes of Love. Mr. Beauchamp, is however, greatly 
pleased with Emily. He told Lady G. that he thought her 
a fine young creature; and that her mind was £till more 
amiable than her person. But his behaviour to her is ex¬ 
tremely prudent. He says finer things of her, than to her: 
Yet surely I am mistaken if he meditates not in her, his 
future wife. Mr. Beauchamp will be one of my escorte. 

Emily, at her own request, is to go to Colnebrook with 
Lady L. after I am gone. 

Mr. Reeves will ride. Lord L. and Lord G. will also 
oblige me with their company on horseback. 

In my cousin’s coach will be Lady L. Lady G. Emily, 
and I. My cousin Reeves is forbidden to venture. 

I shall take leave of Lady Olivia and Lady Maffei to¬ 
morrow morning; when they will set out for their pro¬ 
jected tour. To-morrow we and the whole Grandison 
family are to dine together at Lord L’s, for the la& time. 
It will be a mournful dining-time, on that account. 

Lady Betty Williams, her daughter, and Miss Cle- 
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merits, supped with us this night, and took leave of me in 
the tendered manner. They greatly regret my going 
down so soon, as they call it. 

As to the public diversions, which they wish me to 
ftay and give into, to be sure I should have been glad to 
have been better qualified to have entertained you with 
the performances of this or that actor, this or that musi¬ 
cian, and the like: But, frighted by the vile plot upon me 
at a masquerade, I was thrown out of that course of diver¬ 
sion, and indeed into more affedting, more interesting 
engagements; into the knowlege of a family that had no 
need to look out of itself for entertainments: And, be¬ 
sides, Are not all the company we see, as visiters or guests, 
full of these things? I have seen the principal performers, 
in every way, often enough to give me a notion of their 
performances, tho’ I have not troubled you with such 
common things as revolve every season. 

You know I am far from slighting the innocent plea¬ 
sures in which others delight—It would have been hap¬ 
pier for me, perhaps, had I had more leisure to attend 
those amusements, than I have found. Yet I am not sure, 
neither: For methinks, with all the pangs that my sus¬ 
penses have coft me, I would not but have known Sir 
Charles Grandison, his Sifters, his Emily, and Dr. Bart¬ 
lett. 

I could only have wished to have been spared Sir Har¬ 
grave Pollexfen’s vile attempt: Then, if I had come ac¬ 
quainted with this family, it would have been as I came 
acquainted with others: My gratitude had not been en¬ 
gaged so deeply. 

Well—But what signify all these IPs?—What has 
been, has; what muft be, muft. Only love me, my dear 
friends, as you used to love me. If I was a good girl when I 
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left you, I hope I am not a bad one now, that I am return¬ 
ing to you. My morals, I bless God, are unhurt: My 
heart is not corrupted by the vanities of the great town: I 
have a little more experience than I had: And if I have 
severely paid for it, it is not at the price of my reputation. 
And I hope, if nobody has benefited by me, since I have 
been in town, that no one has suffered by me. Poor Mr. 
Fowler!—I could not help it, you know. Had I, by little 
snares, follies, coquetries, sought to draw him on, and en¬ 
tangle him, his future welfare would with reason, be more 
the subject of my solicitude, than it is now necessary it 
should be; tho’ indeed I cannot help making it a good 
deal so. 


Thursday Morning. 

Dr. Bartlett has juft now taken leave of me, in my own 
dressing-room. The parting-scene between us was ten¬ 
der. 

I have not given you my opinion of Miss Williams. 
Had I seen her at my firft coming to town, I should have 
taken as much notice of her in my Letters to you, as I did 
of the two Miss Brambers, Miss Darlington, Miss Can- 
tillon, Miss Alleftree, and others of my own Sex; and of 
Mr. Somner, Mr. Alleftree, Mr. Walden, of the other; 
who took my firft notice, as they fell early in my way, and 
with whom it is possible, as well as with the town-diver¬ 
sions, I had been more intimate, had not Sir Hargrave’s 
vile attempt carried me out of their acquaintance into a 
much higher; which of necessity, as well as choice, en¬ 
tirely engrossed my attention. But now how insipid would ’ 
any new charafters appear to you, if they were but of a 
like caft with those I have mentioned, were I to make 
such the subjects of my pen, and had I time before me; 
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which I cannot have, to write again, before I embrace 
you all, my dear, my ever-dear and indulgent friends! 

, I will only say, that Miss Williams is a genteel girl; 
but will hardly be more than one of the better sort of 
modern women of condition; and that she is to be classed 
so high ; will be owing more to Miss Clements’s lessons, 
than, I am afraid, to her mother’s example. 

Is it, Lucy, that I have more experience and discern¬ 
ment now, or less charity and good-nature, than when I 
firft came to town? for then I thought well, in the main, 
of Lady Betty Williams. But tho’ she is a good-natured, 
obliging woman; she is so immersed in the love of public 
diversions! so fond of routs, drums, hurricanes—Bless 
me, my dear, how learned should I have been in all the 
gaieties of the modern life; what a fine Lady, possibly; 
had I not been carried into more rational (however to me 
they have been more painful) scenes; and had I followed 
the lead of this Lady, as she (kindly, as to her intention) 
had designed I should! 

In the afternoon Mr. Beauchamp is to introduce Sir 
Harry and Lady Beauchamp, on their firft visit to the 
two sifters. 

I had almoft forgot to tell you, that my cousins and I 
are to attend the good Countess of D. for one half hour, 
after we have taken leave of Lady Olivia and her aunt. 

And now, my Lucy, do I shut up my correspondence 
with you from London. My heart beats high with the 
hope of being as indulgently received by all you, my 
deareft friends, as I used to be after a shorter absence. 
For I am, and ever will be, 

The grateful^ dutiful , and affettionate 

HARRIET BYRON. 
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LETTER IX. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Selby-house , Monday, April 24. 

HO’ the kind friends with whom I parted at Dun¬ 
stable were pleased, one and all, to allow, that the 
correspondence which is to pass between my dear Lady 
G. and her Harriet, should answer the juSt expectations 
of each upon her, in the writing way; and tho’ (at your 
motion, remember, not at mine) they promised to be con¬ 
tented with hearing read to them such parts of my Let¬ 
ters as you should think proper to communicate; yet can¬ 
not I dispense with my duty to Lady L. my Emily, my 
cousin Reeves, and Dr. Bartlett. Accordingly, I write to 
them by this poSl; and I charge you , my dear, with my 
sincere and thankful compliments to your Lord, and to 
Mr. Beauchamp, for their favours. 

What an agreeable night, in the main, was Friday 
night! Had we not been to separate next morning, it 
would have been an agreeable one indeed! 

Is not my aunt Selby an excellent woman? But you all 
admired her. She admires you all. I will tell you, another 
time, what she said of you, my dear, in particular. 

My cousin Lucy, too —is she not an amiable creature? 
—Indeed you all were delighted with her. But I take 
pleasure in recollefting your approbations of one I so 
dearly love. She is as prudent as Lady L. and, now our 
Nancy is so well recovered, as chearful as Lady G. You 
said, you would provide a good husband for her: Don’t 
forget. The man, whoever he be, cannot be too good for 
my Lucy. Nancy is such another good girl: But so I told 
you. 
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Well, and pray, Did you ever meet with so pleasant a 
man as my uncle Selby? What should we have done, when 
we talked of your brother, when we talked of our parting, 
had it not been for him? You looked upon me every now- 
and-then, when he returned your smartness upon him, 
as if you thought I had let him know some of your per¬ 
versenesses to Lord G.—And do you think I did not? In¬ 
deed I did. Can you imagine that your frank-hearted 
Harriet, who hides not from her friends her own faults, 
should conceal yours?—But what a particular character 
is yours! Every-body blames you, that knows of your 
over-livelinesses; yet every-body loves you—I think, for 
your very faults. Had it not been so, do you imagine I 
could ever have loved you, after you had led Lady L. to 
join with you, on a certain teazing occasion?—My uncle 
dotes upon you! 

But don’t tell Emily that my cousin James Selby is in 
Love with her. That he may not, on the score of the dear 
girl’s fortune, be thought presumptuous, let me tell you, 
that he is almoSt of age; and, when he is, comes into pos¬ 
session of an handsome estate. He has many good quali¬ 
ties. I have, in short, a very great value for him; but not 
enough, tho’ he is my relation, to wish him my Still more 
beloved Emily. Dear creature! methinks I Still feel her 
parting tears on my cheek! 

You charge me to be as minute, in the Letters I write 
to you, as I used to be to my friends here: And you pro¬ 
mise to be as circumstantial in yours. I will set you the 
example: Do you be sure to follow it. 

We baited at Stony-Stratford. I was afraid how it 
would be: There were the two bold creatures, Mr. Grev- 
ille and Mr. Fenwick, ready to receive us. A handsome 
collation, as at our setting out, so now, bespoke by them, 
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was set on the table. How they came by their intelligence, 
nobody knows: We were all concerned to see them. They 
seemed half-mad for joy. My cousin James had alighted 
to hand us out; but Mr. Greville was so earned to offer 
his hand, that tho’ my cousin was equally ready, I thought 
I could not deny to his solicitude for the poor favour, such 
a mark of civility. Besides, if I had, it would have been 
distinguishing him for more than a common neighbour, 
you know. Mr. Fenwick took the other hand, when I had 
Slept out of the coach, and then (with so much pride, as 
made me ashamed of myself) they hurried me between 
them, thro’ the inn-yard, and into the room they had en¬ 
gaged for us; blessing themselves, all the way, for my 
coming down Harriet Byron. 

I looked about as if for the dear friends I had parted 
with at DunStable. This is not, thought I, so delightful an 
inn as they made that—Now they, thought I, are juSt got 
to Barnet, in their way to London, as we are here in ours 
to Northampton—But ah 1 where, where is Sir Charles 
Grandison at this time? And I sighed! But don’t read 
this, and such Strokes as this, to any-body but Lord and 
Lady L.—You won’t, you say—Thank you, Charlotte. 
—I will call you Charlotte, when I think of it, as you com¬ 
manded me. 

The joy we had at DunStable, was easy, serene, deep, 
full, as I may say; it was the joy of sensible people: But 
the joy here was made by the two gentlemen, mad, loud, 
and even noisy. They hardly were able to contain them¬ 
selves; and my uncle, and cousin James, were forced to 
be loud, to be heard. 

Mr. Orme, good Mr. Orme, when we came near his 
park, was on the highway-side, perhaps near the very 
spot where he Stood to see me pass to London so many 
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weeks ago—Poor man!—When I firft saw him (which 
was before the coach came near, for I looked out only, as 
thinking I would mark the place where I laft beheld him) 
he looked with so disconsolate an air, and so fixed, that I 
compassionately said to myself, Surely the worthy man 
has not been there ever since. 

I twitched the string juft in time: The coach ftopt. 
Mr. Orme, said I, How do you? Well, I hope?—How 
does Miss Orme? 

I had my hand on the coach-door. He snatched it. It 
was not an unwilling hand. He pressed it with his lips. 
God be praised, said he (with a countenance, O how 
altered for the better!) for permitting me once more to 
behold that face—that angelic face, he said. 

God bless you, M r. Orme! said I: I am glad to see you. 
Adieu. 

The coach drove on. Poor Mr. Orme! said my aunt. 

Mr. Orme, Lucy, said I, don’t look so ill as you wrote 
he was. 

His joy to see you, returned she—But Mr. Orme is in 
a declining way. 

Mr. Greville, on the coach flopping, rode back juft as 
it was going on again—And with a loud laugh—How 
the d.. .1 came Orme to know'of your coming, madam!— 
Poor fellow! It was very kind of you to ftop your coach to 
speak to the ftatue. And he laughed again.—Nonsensi¬ 
cal! At what?— 

My grandmamma Shirley, deareft of parents! her 
youth, as she was pleased to say, renewed by the expecta¬ 
tion of so soon seeing her darling child, came (as my aunt 
told us, you know) on Thursday night to Selby-house, to 
charge her and Lucy with her blessing to me; and resolv¬ 
ing to ftay there to receive me. Our beloved Nancy was 
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also to be there; so were two other cousins, Kitty and 
Patty Holies, good young creatures; who, in my absence, 
had attended my grandmamma at every convenient op¬ 
portunity, and whom I also found here. 

When we came within sight of this house, Now, Har¬ 
riet, said Lucy, I see the same kind of emotions beginning 
to arise in your face and bosom, as Lady G. told us you 
shewed when you fir£t saw your aunt at Dunstable. My 
grandmamma! said I—I am in sight of the dear house 
that holds her: I hope she is here. But I will not surprise 
her with my joy to see her. Lie ftill, throbbing impatience 1 
speaking to my heart. 

But when the coach (attended by many neighbours 
and friends, who, like a gathering snowball, had got to¬ 
gether, within a few miles of Selby-house) set us down at 
the inner-gate, there , in the outward-hall, sat my blessed 
grandmamma. The moment I beheld her, my intended 
caution forsook me: I sprang by my aunt, and, before the 
foot-ftep could be put down, flew, as it were, out of the 
coach, and threw myself at her feet, wrapping my arms 
about her: Bless, bless, said I, your Harriet! I could not, 
at the moment, say another word. 

Great God 1 said the pious parent, her hands and eyes 
lifted up, Great God! I thank thee! Then folding her 
arms about my neck, she kissed my forehead, my cheek, 
my lips—God bless my Love! Pride of my life! the mofl 
precious of a hundred daughters! How does my Child— 
My Harriet—O my Love!—After such dangers, such 
trials, such harassings—Once more, God be praised that 
I clasp to my fond heart my Harriet! 

Separate them, separate them, said my facetious uncle 
(yet he had tears in his eyes) before they grow together 1 
—Madam, to my grandmamma, she is our Harriet, as 
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well as j yours: Let us welcome the saucy girl, on her re¬ 
entrance into these doors!—Saucy, I suppose, I shall 
soon find her. 

My grandmamma withdrew her fond arms: Take her, 
take her, said she, each in turn: But I think I never can 
part with her again. 

My uncle saluted me, and bid me very kindly wel¬ 
come home: So did my aunt: So did Lucy—My equally- 
beloved Nancy—So did every one. 

How cah I return the obligations which the love of all 
my friends lays upon me? To be good, to be grateful, is 
not enough; since that one ought to be for one’s own 
sake. What a sweet thing is it to be beloved by worthy 
neighbours! I had several visiters laft night, and compli¬ 
ments without number, on my arrival:—Compliments, 
for what? For having loft the better half of my heart? 
Don’t you think I look silly to myself? You bid me be free 
in my confessions. You promise to look my Letters over 
before you read them to any-body; and to mark passages 
proper to be kept to yourself—Pray do. 

Mr. Greville and Mr. Fenwick were here separately, 
an hour ago: I thanked them for their civility on the road, 
and not ungraciously , as Mr. Greville told my uncle, as to 
him. He was not, he said, without hopes, yet; since I 
knew not how to be ungrateful. Mr. Greville builds, as 
he always did, a merit on his civility; and by that means 
sinks, in the narrower Lover, the claim he might other¬ 
wise make to the title of the generous neighbour. 

Miss Orme has juft been here. She could not help 
throwing in a word for her brother. 

You will guess, my dear Lady G. at the subject of our 
conversations here, and what they will be , morning, noon, 



$6 The History of [Vol. 4. 

and night, for a week to come. My grandmamma is better 
in health than I have known her for a year or two paff. 
The health of people in years can mend but slowly; and 
they are slow to acknowlege it in their own favour. My 
grandmamma, however, allows that she is better .within 
these few days paSt; but attributes the amendment to her 
Harriet’s return. 

How do they all bless, revere, extol, your noble bro¬ 
ther !—How do they wish—And how do they regret— 
You know what—Yet how ready are they to applaud 
your Harriet, if she can hold her magnanimity, in pre¬ 
ferring the happiness of Clementina to her own!—My 
grandmamma and aunt are of opinion, that I should ; and 
they praise me for the generosity of my effort, whether 
the superior merits of the man will or will not allow me to 
succeed in it. But my Uncle, my Lucy, and my Nancy, 
from their unbounded love of me, think a little, and but a 
little, narrower; and, believing it will go hard with me, 
say, It is hard. My uncle, in particular, says, the very pre¬ 
tension is flight and nonsense: But, however, if the girl, 
added he, can -parade away her passion for an objeft so 
worthy; with all my heart: It will be but juSt, that the 
romancing elevations, which so often drive headstrong 
girls into difficulties, should now-and-then help a more 
discreet one out of them. 

Adieu, my beloved Lady G. Repeated compliments, 
love, thanks, to my Lord and Lady L. to my Emily, to 
Dr. Bartlett, to Mr. Beauchamp, and particularly to my 
Lord G. Dear, dear Charlotte, be good! Let me beseech 
you be good! If you are not , you will have every one of my 
friends who met you at DunStable, and, from their report, 
my grandmamma and Nancy, againSt you; for they find 
but one fault in my Lord: It is, that he seems too fond of a 
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wife, who, by her archness of looks, and half-saucy turns 
upon him, even before them, evidently shewed—Shall I 
say what?—But I £tand up for you, my dear. Your gra¬ 
titude, your generosity, your honour, I say (and why 
should J not add your duty?) will certainly make you one 
of the moft obliging of wives, to the moft affe&ionate of 
husbands. 

My uncle says, He hopes so: But tho’ he adores you 
for a friend, and the companion of a lively hour; yet he 
does not know but his Dame Selby is dlill the woman 
whom a man should prefer for a wife: And she, said he, is 
full as saucy as a wife need to be; tho’ I think, Harriet, 
that she has not been the less dutiful of late for your ab¬ 
sence. 

Once more, adieu, my dear Lady G. and continue to 
love 

Your 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER X. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

Thursday, April 27. 

E V E R Y one of the Dunstable party says, that you are 
a grateful and good girl. Beauchamp can talk of no¬ 
body else of our Sex: I believe in my conscience he is in 
Love with you. I think all the unprovided-for young wo¬ 
men, where-ever you come, mu£t hate you. Was you 
never by surprize carried into the chamber of a friend 
labouring with the Smallpox, in the infeftious ftage of it? 
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—O, but I think you once said you had had that dis¬ 
temper. But your mind, Harriet, were your face to be 
ruined, would make you admirers. The fellows who could 
think of preferring even such a face to such a heart, may 
be turned over to the class of Insignificants. 

Is not your aunt Selby, you ask, an excellent woman? 
—She is. I admire her. But I am very angry with you for 
deferring to another time, acquainting me with what she 
said of me. When we are taken with any-body, we love 
they should be taken with us. Teazing Harriet! You 
know what an immoderate quantity of curiosity I have. 
Never serve me so again! 

I am in love with your cousin Lucy. Were either Fen¬ 
wick or Greville good enough—But they are not. I think 
she shall have Mr. Orme. Nancy, you say, is such another 
good girl. I don’t doubt it. Is she not your cousin, and 
Lucy’s sifter? But I cannot undertake for every good girl 
who wants a husband. I wish I had seen Lucy a fortnight 
ago: Then Nancy might have had Mr. Orme, and Lucy 
should have had Lord G. He admires her greatly. And do 
you think that a man who at that time professed for me so 
much Love and Service, and all that, would have scrupled 
to oblige me, had I (as I easily should) proved to him, that 
he would have been a much happier man than he could 
hope to be with Somebody else ? 

Your uncle is a pleasant man: But tell him I say, that 
the man would be out of his wits, that did not make the 
preference he does in favour of his Dame Selby, as he calls 
her. Tell him also, if you please, in return for his plain¬ 
dealing, that I say, he Studies too much for his pleasant¬ 
ries : He is continually hunting for occasions to be smart. 
I have heard my father say, that this was the fault of some 
wits of his acquaintance, whom he ranked among the wit- 
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lings for it. If you think it will mortify him more, you 
may tell him (for I am very revengeful when I think my¬ 
self affronted) that were I at liberty, which, God help me, 
I am not! I would sooner choose for a husband the man I 
have (poor soul, as I now-and-then think him) than such 
a teazing creature as himself, were both in my power, and 
both of an age. And I should have this good reason for my 
preference: Your uncle and I should have been too much 
alike, and so been jealous of each other’s wit; whereas I 
can make my honest Lord G. look about him, and admire 
me strangely, whenever I please. 

But I am, it seems, a person of a particular character. 
Every one, you say, loves me, yet blames me. Odd char¬ 
acters, my dear, are needful to make even characters 
shine. You good girls would not be valued as you are, if 
there were not bad ones. Have you not heard it said, That 
all human excellence is but comparative? Pray allow of 
the contract. You, I am sure, ought. You are an ungrate¬ 
ful creature, if, whenever you think of my over-liveli¬ 
nesses, as you call ’em, you don’t drop a courtesy, and 
say, You are obliged to me. 

But Still the attack made upon you in your dressing- 
room at Colnebrook, by my sifter and me, sticks in your 
Stomach—And why so? We were willing to shew you, 
that we were not the silly people you muSt have thought 
us, had we not been able to distinguish light from dark¬ 
ness. You, who ever were, I believe, one of the frankest- 
hearted girls in Britain, and admired for the ease and dig¬ 
nity given you by that frankness, were growing aukward, 
nay dishoneSt. Your gratitude! your gratitude! was the 
duSt you wanted to throw into our eyes, that we might not 
see that you were governed by a Stronger motive. You 
called us your friends, your siSters, but treated us not as 
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either; and this man, and that, and t’other, you could re¬ 
fuse ; and why? No reason given for it; and we were to be 
popt off with your gratitude, truly!—We were to believe 
juft what you said, and no more; nay, not so much as you 
said. But we were not so implicit. Nor would you, in our 
case, have been so. 

But “you, perhaps, would not have violently broken in 
upon a poor thing, who thought we were blind, because 
she was not willing we should see.”—May be not: But 
then, in that case, we were honefter than you would have 
been; that’s all. Here, said I, Lady L. is this poor girl 
aukwardly ftruggling to conceal what every-body sees; 
and, seeing, applauds her for, the man considered (Yes, 
Harriet, the man considered; be pleased to take that in): 
Let us, in pity, relieve her. She is thought to be frank, 
open-hearted, communicative; nay, she passes herself 
upon us in those characters: She sees we keep nothing 
from her. She has been acquainted with your Love before 
Wedlock; with my Folly, in relation to Anderson: She 
has carried her head above a score or two of men not con¬ 
temptible. She sits enthroned among us, while we make 
but common figures at her footftool: She calls us sifters, 
friends, and twenty pretty names. Let us acquaint her, 
that we see into her heart; and why Lord D. and others 
are so indifferent with her. If she is ingenuous, let us 
spare her; if not, leave me to punish her—Yet we will 
keep up her punctilio as to our brother; we will leave 
him to make his own discoveries. She may confide in his 
politeness; and the result will be happier for her; because 
she will then be under no reftraint to us, and her native 
freedom of heart may again take its course. 

Agreed, agreed, said Lady L.—And arm in arm, we 
entered your dressing-room, dismissed the maid, and be- 
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gan the attack—And, O Harriet! how you hesitated, 
paraded, fooled on with us, before you came to confes¬ 
sion ! Indeed you deserved not the mercy we shewed you 
—So, child, you had better to have let this part of your 
Story sleep in peace. 

Youbid me not tell Emily that your cousin is in Love ; 
with her: But I think I will. Girls begin very early to look ; 
out for admirers. It is better, in order to Stay her Stomach, ! 
to find out one for her, than that she should find out one ; 
for herself; especially when the man is among ourselves, 
as I'may say; and both are in our own management, and 
at distance from each other. Emily is a good girl; but she 
has susceptibilities already: And tho’ I would not en¬ 
courage her, as yet, to look out of herself for happiness; 
yet I would give her consequence with herself, and at the 
same time let her see, that there could be no mention 
made of any-thing that related to her , but what she should 
be acquainted with. Dear girl! I love her as well as you; 
and I pity her too: For she, as well as Somebody else, will 
have difficulties to contend with, which she will not know 
easily how to get over; tho’ she can, in a flame so young, 
generously prefer the interest of a more excellent woman 
to her own.—There, Harriet, is a grave paragraph: You’ll 
like me for it. 

You are a very reflefting girl, in mentioning to me so 
particularly, your behaviour to your Grevilles, Fenwicks, 
and Ormes. What is that but saying, See, Charlotte! I am 
a much more complaisant creature to the men, no one of 
which I intend to have, than you are to your husband! 

What a pious woman, indeed, muft be your grand¬ 
mamma, that she could suspend her joy, her long-absent 
darling at her feet, till she had first thank’d God for re¬ 
storing her to her arms! But, in this instance, we see the 
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force of habitual piety. Tho’ not so good as I should be 
myself, I revere those who are so; and that I hope you 
will own is no bad sign. 

Well, but now for ourselves, and those about us. 

Lady Olivia has written to Lady L. a Letter from 
Windsor. It is in French; extremely polite. She promises 
to write to me from Oxford. 

Lady Anne S. made me a visit this morning. She was 
more concerned than I wished to see her, on my confirm¬ 
ing the report she had heard of my brother’s being gone 
abroad. I raillied her a little too freely, as it was before 
Lord G. and Lord L. I never was better rebuked than by 
her; for she took out her pencil, and on the cover of a Let¬ 
ter wrote these lines from Shakespeare, and slid them 
into my hand: 

And will you rend our ancient hove asunder , 

To join with Men, in scorning your poor friend? 

It is not friendly \ tis not maidenly: 

Our Sex, as well as I, may chide you for it \ 

Tho ’ I alone do feel the injury. 

I never, my dear, told you how freely this Lady and I 
had talked of Love: But freely as we had talked, I was not 
aware that the matter lay so deep in her heart. I knew not 
how to tell her that my brother had said, It could not be. I 
could have wept over her when I read this paper; and I 
owned myself by a whisper justly rebuked. She charged 
me not to let any man see this; particularly not either of 
those present: And do you, Harriet, keep what I have 
written of Lady Ann e to yourself. 

My aunt Eleanor has written a congratulatory Letter 
to me from York. Sir Charles, it seems, had acquainted 
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her with Lord G’s day [Not my day, Harriet! that is not 
the phrase, I hope!] as soon as he knew it himself; and 
she writes, supposing that I was actually offered on it. 
Women are victims on these occasions: I hope you’ll 
allow me that. My brother has made it a point of duty to 
acquaint his father’s sifter with every matter of conse¬ 
quence to the family; and now, she says, that both her 
nieces are so well disposed of, she will come to town very 
quickly to see her new relations and us; and desires we 
will make room for her. And yet she owns, that my bro¬ 
ther has informed her of his being obliged to go abroad; 
and she supposes him gone. As he is the beloved of her 
heart, I wonder she thinks of making this visit now he is 
absent: But we shall all be glad to see my aunt Nell. She 
is a good creature, tho’ an old maid. I hope the old Lady 
has not utterly loft either her invention or memory; and 
then, between both, I shall be entertained with a great 
number of Love-ftories of the laft age; and perhaps of 
some dangers and escapes; which may serve for warnings 
for Emily. Alas! alas! they will come too late for your 
Charlotte! 

I have written already the longeft Letter that I ever 
wrote in my life: Yet it is prating; and to you, to whom I 
love to prate. I have not near done. 

You bid me be good; and you threaten me, if I am not, 
with the ill opinion of all your friends: But I have such an 
unaccountable biass for roguery, or what shall I call it? 
that I beiieve it is impossible for me to take your advice. 
I have been examining myself. What a duce is the matter 
with me, that I cannot see my honeft man in the same 
advantageous light in which he appears to every-body 
else? Yet I do not, in my heart, dislike him. On the con¬ 
trary, I know not, were I to look about me, far and wide, 
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the man I would have wished to have called mine, rather 
than him. But he is so important about trifles; so nimble, 
yet so slow: He is sosensibleof his own intention to please, 
and has so many antic motions in his obligingness; that I 
cannot forbear laughing at the very time that I ought 
perhaps to reward him with a gracious approbation. 

I muS fool on a little while longer, I believe: Permit 
me, Harriet, so to do, as occasions arise. 

An instance, an instance in point, Harriet. Let me 
laugh as I write. I did at the time.—What do you laugh 
at, Charlotte?—Why this poor man, or, as I should ra¬ 
ther say, this Lord and Master of mine, has juft left me. 
He has been making me both a compliment, and a pre¬ 
sent. And what do you think the compliment is? Why, if 
I please, he will give away to a virtuoso friend, his collec¬ 
tion of Moths and Butterflies: I once, he remembered, 
rallied him upon them. And by what ftudy, thought I, 
wilt thou, honeft man, supply their place? if thou haft a 
talent this way, pursue it; since perhaps thou wilt not 
shine in any other. And the beSl any-thing, you know, 
Harriet, carries with it the appearance of excellence. Nay, 
he would also part with his colleftion of Shells, if I had no 
objection. 

To whom, my Lord?—He had not resolved—Why 
then, only as Emily is too little of a child, or you might 
give them to her. “Too little of a child, madam!” and a 
great deal of buftle and importance took possession of his 
features—Let me tell you, madam—I won't let you, my 
Lord; and I laughed. 

Well, madam, I hope here is something coming up 
that you will not disdain to accept of yourself. 

Up came groaning under the weight, or rather under 
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the care , two servants with baskets: A fine set of old 
Japan China with brown edges, believe me. They set 
down their baskets, and withdrew. 

Would you not have been delighted, Harriet, to see 
my Lord busying himself with taking out, and putting in 
the windows, one at a time, the cups, plates, jars, and 
saucers; rejoicing and parading over them, and shewing 
his connoisseurship to his motionless admiring wife, in 
commending this and the other piece as a beauty? And, 
when he had done, taking the liberty , as he phrased it, half 
fearful, half resolute, to salute his bride for his reward; 
and then pacing backwards several fteps, with such a 
&rut and a crow—I see him yet!—Indulge me, Harriet! 
—I bur£t into a hearty laugh; I could not help it: And he, 
reddening, looked round himself, and round himself, to 
see if any-thing was amiss in his garb. The man, the man! 
honest friend, I could have said, but had too much rever¬ 
ence for my husband, is the oddity! Nothing amiss in the 
garb. 

O Harriet! Why did you beseech me to be good? I 
think in my heart I have the stronger inclination to be 
bad for it! You call m e, perverse: If you think me so, bid 
me be saucy, bid me be bad; and I may then, like other 
good wives, take the contrary course for the sake of dear 
con tradition. 

Shew not, however (I in turn beseech you) to your 
grandmamma and aunt, such parts of this Letter as would 
make them despise me. You say, you ftand up for me; I 
have need of your advocateship: Never let me want it. 
And do I not, after all, do a greater credit to my good 
man, when I can so heartily laugh in the wedded Sate, 
;than if I were to sit down with my finger in my eye? 

I have taken your advice, and presented my sifter with 

f 
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my half of the jewels. I desired her to accept them, as they 
were my mother’s, and for her sake. This gave them a 
value with her, more than equal to their worth: But Lord 
L. is uneasy, and declares he will not suffer Lady L. long 
to lie under the obligation. Were every one of family in 
South Britain and North Britain to be as generous and 
disinterested as Lord L. and our family, the union of the 
two parts of the island would be complete. 

Lord help this poor obliging man! I wish I don’t love 
him, at laSt. He has taken my hint, and has presented his 
colledtion of Shells (a very fine one, he says it is) to Emily; 
and they two are actually busied (and will be for an hour 
or two, I doubt not) in admiring them; the one Strutting 
over the beauties, in order to enhance the value of the pre¬ 
sent ; the other courtesying ten times in a minute, to shew 
her gratitude. Poor man! When his virtuoso friend has 
got his Butterflies and Moths, I am afraid he muSt set up 
a turner’s shop for employment. If he loved reading, I 
could, when our visiting hurries are over, set him to read 
to me the new things that come out, while I knot or work; 
and, if he loved writing, to copy the Letters which pass 
between you and me, and those for you which I expeft 
with so much impatience from my brother by means of 
Dr. Bartlett. I think he spells pretty well, for a Lord. 

I have no more to say, at present, but compliments, 
without number or measure, to all you so deservedly love 
and honour; as well those I have not seen, as those I have. 

Only one thing: Reveal to me all the secrets of your 
heart, and how that heart is from time to time affedted; 
that I may know whether you are capable of that great¬ 
ness of mind in a Love-case, that you shew in all others. 
We will all allow you to love Sir Charles Grandison. Those 
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who do, give honour to themselves, if their eyes £top not 
at person, his having so many advantages. For the same 
reason, I make no apologies, and never did, for praising 
my brother, as any other lover of him might do. 

Let me know every-thing how and about your fellows, 
too. Ah! Harriet, you make not the use of power that I 
would have done in your situation. I was half-sorry when 
my hurrying brother made me dismiss Sir Walter; and 
yet, to have but two danglers after one, are poor doings 
for a fine Lady. Poorer £till to have but one! 

Here's a Letter as long as my arm. Adieu. I was loth to 
come to the name: But defer it ever so long, I muft sub¬ 
scribe, at laft, 

CHARLOTTE G. 


LETTER XI. 

Miss Jervois, To Miss Byron (a). 

Monday, May 1. 

O M Y deareft, my honoured Miss Byron, how you 
have shamed your Emily by sending a Letter to her; 
such a sweet Letter too! before I have paid my duty to 
you in a Letter of thanks for all your love to me, and for 
all your kind in^lruftions. But I began once, twice, and 
thrice, and wrote a great deal each time, but could not 
please myself: You, madam, are such a writer, and I am 
such a. poor thing at my pen!—But I know you will accept 
the heart. And so my very diffidence shews pride; since it 

(a) The Letter to which this is an answer, as well as those written by 
Miss Byron to her cousin Reeves, Lady L. &c. and theirs in return, are 
omitted. 

f2 
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cannot be expe&ed from me to be a fine writer: And yet 
this very Letter, I foresee, will be the worse for my diffi¬ 
dence, and not the better: For I don’t like this beginning, 
neither.—But come, it shall go. Am I not used to your 
goodness? And do you not bid me prattle to you, in my 
Letters, as I used to do in your dressing-room? O what 
sweet advice have you, and do you return for my silly 
prate 1 And so I will begin. 

And was you grieved at parting with your Emily on 
Saturday morning? I am sure I was very much concerned 
at parting with you. I could not help crying all the way to 
town; and Lady G. shed tears as well as I, and so did 
Lady L. several times; and said, You were the loveliest, 
beft young Lady in the world. And we all praised like¬ 
wise your aunt, your cousin Lucy, and young Mr. Selby. 
How good are all your relations! They muft be good! 
And Lord L. and Lord G. for men, were as much con¬ 
cerned as we, at parting with you. Mr. Reeves was so dull 
all the way!—poor Mr. Reeves, he was very dull. And 
Mr. Beauchamp, he praised you to the very skies; and in 
such a pretty manner too! Next to my guardian, I think 
Mr. Beauchamp is a very agreeable man. I fansy these 
noble sifters, if the truth were known, don’t like him so 
well as their brother does: Perhaps that may be the rea¬ 
son, out of jealousy; as I may say, if there be any-thing 
in my observation. But they are vaftly civil to him, never¬ 
theless ; yet they never praise him when his back is turn¬ 
ed, as they do others, who can’t say half the good things 
that he says. 

Well, but enough of Mr. Beauchamp. My guardian 1 
my gracious, my kind, my indulgent guardian! who, that 
thinks of him, can praise any-body else? 

O madam 1 Where is he now? God proteft and guide 
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my guardian, where-ever he goes! This is my prayer, 
fir£t and laft, and I can’t tell how often in the day. I look 
for him in every place I have seen him in [And pray tell 
me, madam, Did not you do so when he had left us ?]; and 
when I can’t find him, I do so sigh!—What a pleasure, 
yet what a pain, is there in sighing, when I think of him! 
Yet I know I am an innocent girl. And this I am sure of, 
that I wish him to be the husband of but one woman in 
the whole world; and that is you. But then my next wish 
is—You know what—Ah my Miss Byron! you muft let 
me live with you and my guardian, if you should ever be 
Lady Grandison. 

But here, madam, are sad doings sometimes between 
Lord and Lady G. I am very angry at her often in my 
heart; yet I cannot help laughing, now-and-then, at her 
out-of-the-way sayings. Is not her character a very new 
one? Or are there more such young wives? I could not do 
as she does, were I to be queen of the globe. Every-body 
blames her. She will make my Lord not love her, at la£t. 
Don’t you think so? And then what will she get by her 
wit? 

Ju£t this moment she came into my closet—Writing, 
Emily? said she: To whom?—I told her.—Don’t tell 
tales out of school, Emily.—I was so afraid that she would 
have asked to see what I had written: But she did not. To 
be sure she is very polite, and knows what belongs to her¬ 
self, and every-body else: To be ungenerous, as you once 
said, to her husband only, that is a very sad thing to 
think of. 

Well, and I would give any-thing to know if you think 
what I have written tolerable, before I go any further: 
But I will go on in this way, since I cannot do better. Bad 
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is my be£t; but you shall have quantity, I warrant, since 
you bid me write long Letters. 

But I have seen my mother: It was but yesterday. She 
was in a mercer’s shop in Covent-Garden. I was in Lord 
L’s chariot; only Anne was with me. Anne saw her fir£t. I 
alighted, and asked her blessing in the shop. I am sure I 
did right. She blessed me, and called me dear love. I £taid 
till she had bought what she wanted, and then I slid down 
the money, as if it were her own doing; and glad I was I 
had so much about me: It came but to four guineas. I 
begged her, speaking low, to forgive me for so doing: 
And finding she was to go home as far as Soho, and had 
thoughts of having a hackney coach called, I gave Anne 
money for a coach for herself, and waited on my mother 
to her own lodgings; and it being Lord L’s chariot, she 
was so good as to dispense with my alighting. 

She blessed my guardian all the way, and blessed me. 
She said, she would not ask me to come to see her, be¬ 
cause it might not be thought proper, as my guardian 
was abroad: But she hoped, she might be allowed to come 
and see me sometimes.—Was she not very good, madam? 
But my guardian’s goodness makes every-body good.— 
O that my mamma had been always the same! I should 
have been but too happy. 

God bless my guardian, for putting me on enlarging 
her power to live handsomely. Only as a coach brings on 
other charges, and people mu£t live accordingly, or be 
discredited, instead of credited, by it; or I should hope 
the additional Two hundred a year might afford them 
one. Yet one does not know but Mr. O-Hara may have 
been in debt before he married her; and I fansy he has 
people who hang upon him. But if it pleases God, I will 
not, when I am at age, and have a coach of my own, suffer 
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my mother to walk on foot. What a blessing is it, to have a 
guardian that will second every good purpose of one’s 
heart! 

Lady Olivia is rambling about; and I suppose she will 
wait here in England till Sir Charles’s return: But I am 
sure he never will have her. A wicked wretch, with her 
poniards! Yet it is pity! She is a fine woman. But I hate 
her for her expectation, as well as for her poniard. And a 1 
woman to leave her own country, to seek for a husband! I 1 
could die before I could do so; tho’ to such a man as my 
guardian. Yet once I thought I could have liked to have 
lived with her at Florence. She has some good qualities, 
and is very generous, and, in the main, well esteemed in 
her own country: Every-body knew she loved my guard¬ 
ian : But I don’t know how it is; nobody blamed her for it, 
vaft as the difference in fortune then was. But that is the 
glory of being a virtuous man; to love him is a credit, in¬ 
stead of a shame. O madam! Who would not be virtuous? 
And that not only for their own, but for their friends 
sakes, if they loved their friends, and wished them to be 
well thought of? 

Lord W. is very desirous to hasten his wedding. 

Mr. Beauchamp says, that all the Mansfields(Heknows 
them) bless my guardian every day of their lives; and 
their enemies tremble. He has commissions from my 
guardian to enquire and aft in their cause, that no time 
may be loft to do them service, againft his return. 

We have had another visit from Lady Beauchamp, and 
have returned it. She is very much pleased with us: You 
see I say us. Indeed my two dear Ladies are very good to 
me: But I have no merit: It is all for their brother’s sake. 

Mr. Beauchamp tells us, juft now, that his mother-in- 
law has joined with his father, at her own motion, to settle 
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1000 1 . a year upon him. I am glad of it, with all my heart: 
Are not you? He is all gratitude upon it. He says, that he 
will double his endeavours to oblige her; and thathis grat¬ 
itude, to her, as well as his duty to his father, will engage 
his utmost regard for her. 

Mr. Beauchamp, Sir Harry himself, and my Lady, are 
continually blessing my guardian: Every-body, in short, 
blesses him.—But, ah! madam, Where is he, at this mo¬ 
ment? Jo that I were a bird! that I might hover over his 
{head, and sometimes bring tidings to his friends of his 
{motions and good deeds. I would often flap my wings, 
{dear Miss Byron, at your chamber-window, as a signal of 
jhis welfare, and then fly back again, and perch as near 
him as I could. 

I am very happy, as I said before, in the favour of Lady 
and Lord L. and Lady and Lord G.; but I never shall be 
so happy, as when I had the addition of your charming 
company. I miss you and my guardian: O how I miss you 
both 1 But, dearelt Miss Byron, love me not the less, tho’ 
now I have put pen to paper, and you see what a poor 
creature I am in my writing. Many a one, I believe, may 
be thought tolerable in conversation; but when they are 
so silly as to put pen to paper, they expose themselves; as 
I have done, in this long piece of scribble. But accept it, 
nevertheless, for the true love I bear you; and a truer love 
never flamed in any bosom, to any one the mo£t dearly be¬ 
loved, than does in mine for you. 

I am afraid I have written arrant nonsense, because I 
knew not how to express half the love that is in the heaft 
of 

Tour ever-obliged and afieftionate 

EMILY JERVOIS. 
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LETTER XII. 

MwByron, To LadyG. 

• Tuesday , May 2 . 

1 HAVE no patience with you, Lady G. You are un¬ 
generously playful. Thank Heaven, if this be wit, that 
I have none of it. But what signifies expostulating with 
one who knows herself to be faulty, and will not amend? 
How many Strifes, Charlotte, do you deserve?—But you 
never spared any-body, not even your brother, when the 
humour was upon you. So make haSte; and since you will 
lay in Stores for repentance, fill up your measure as faSt as 
you can. 

“Reveal to you the State of my heart!”—Ah, my dear! 
it is an unmanageable one. “Greatness of mindl”—I 
don’t know what it is!—All his excellencies, his great¬ 
ness, his goodness, his modeSty, his chearfulness under 
such afflictions as would weigh down every other heart 
that had but half the compassion in it with which his 
overflows—MuSt not all other men appear little, and, 
less than little, nothing, in my eyes?—It is an instance of 
patience in me, that I can endure any of them who pre¬ 
tend to regard me out of my own family. 

I thought, that when I got down to my dear friends 
here, I should be better enabled, by their prudent coun¬ 
sels, to attain the desireable frame of mind which I had 
promised myself: But I find myself mistaken. My grand¬ 
mamma and aunt are such admirers of him, take such a 
share in the disappointment, that their advice has not the 
eflfeft I had hoped it would have. Lucy, Nancy, are per¬ 
petually calling upon me to tell them something of Sir 
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Charles Grandison; and when I begin, I know not how to 
leave off. My uncle raillies me, laughs at me, sometimes 
reminds me of what he calls my former brags. I did not 
brag, my dear: I only hoped, that respecting as I did 
every maxi according to his merit, I should never be great¬ 
ly taken with any one, before duty added force to the in¬ 
clination. Methinks the company of the friends I am 
with, does not satisfy me; yet they never were dearer to 
me than they now are. I want to have Lord and Lady L. 
Lord and Lady G. Dr. Bartlett, my Emily, with me. To 
lose you all at once!—is hard! There seems to be a Grange 
void in my heart—And so much, at present, for the ftate 
of that heart. 

I always had reason to think myself greatly obliged to 
my friends and neighbours all around us; but never, till 
my return, after these few months absence, knew how 
much. So many kind visiters; such unaffected expression 
of joy on my return; that had I not a very great counter¬ 
balance on my heart, would be enough to make me proud. 

My grandmamma went to Shirley manor on Saturday; 
on Monday I was with her all day: But she would have it 
that I should be melancholy if I itaid with her. And she is 
so self-denyingly careful of her Harriet! There never was 
a more noble heart in woman. But her solitary moments, 
as my uncle calls them, are her moments of joy. And why? 
Because she then diverts herself of all that is either pain¬ 
ful or pleasurable to her in this life: For she says, that her 
cares for her Harriet, and especially now , are at lea& a 
balance for the delight she takes in her. 

You command me to acquaint you with what passes 
between me and the gentlemen in my neighbourhood; in 
your ffile, my fellows. 

Mr. Fenwick invited himself to breakfast with my 
aunt Selby yesterday morning. I would not avoid him. 
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I will not trouble you with the particulars: You know 
well enough what men will say on the subjeft upon which 
you will suppose he wanted to talk to me. He was ex¬ 
tremely earnest. I besought him to accept my thanks for 
his good opinion of me, as all the return I could make 
him for it; and this in so very serious a manner, that my 
heart was fretted, when he declared, with warmth, his 
determined perseverance. 

Mr. Greville made us a tea-visit in the afternoon. My 
uncle and he joined to railly us poor women, as usual. I 
left the defence of the Sex to my aunt, and Lucy. How 
poor appears to me every conversation now with these 
men!—But hold, saucy Harriet, was not your uncle Sel¬ 
by one of the railliers?—But he does not believe all he 
says; and therefore cannot wish to be so much regarded, 
on this topic, as he ought to be by me, on others. 

After the run of raillery was over, in which Mr. Gre¬ 
ville made exceptions favourable to the women present, 
he applied to every one for their interest with me, and to 
me to countenance his address. He set forth his preten¬ 
sions very pompously, and mentioned a considerable in¬ 
crease of his fortune; which before was a handsome one. 
He offered our own terms. He declared his Love for me 
above all women, and made his happiness in the next 
world, as well as in this, depend upon my favour to him. 

It was easy to answer all he said; and is equally so for 
you to guess in what manner I answered him: And he, 
finding me determined, began to grow vehement, and 
even affrontive. He hinted to me, that he knew what had 
made me so very resolute. He threw out threatenings 
against the man, be he whom he would, that should £land 
in the way of his success with me; at the same time inti- 
matingsaucily^slmaysay^orhismanner had insult in it) 
that it was impossible a certain event could ever take place. 
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My uncle was angry with him; so was my aunt: Lucy 
was ftill more angry than they: But I, standing up, said, 
Pray, my dear friends, take nothing amiss that Mr. Gre- 
ville has said.—He once told me, that he would set spies 
upon my conduct in town. If, Sir, your spies have been 
juft, I fear nothing they can say. But the hints you have 
thrown out, shew such a total want of all delicacy of mind, 
that you muft not wonder if my heart rejefts you. Yet I 
am not angry: I reproach you not: Every one has his 
peculiar way. All that is left me to say, or todo, is to thank 
you for your favourable opinion of me, as I have thanked 
Mr. Fenwick; and to desire that you will allow" me to look 
upon you as my neighbour, and only as my neighbour. 

I courtesied to him, and withdrew. 

But my great difficulty had been before with Mr. 
Orme. His sifter had desired that I would see her bro¬ 
ther. He and she were invited by my aunt to dinner on 
Tuesday. They came. Poor man! He is not well! I am 
sorry for it. Poor Mr. Orme is not well! He made me 
such honeSl compliments, as I may say: His heart was too 
much in his civilities to raise them above the civilities that 
juftice and truth might warrant in favour of a person 
highly efteemed. Mine was filled with compassion for 
him; and that compassion would have shewn itself in 
tokens of tenderness, more than once, had I not re- 
ftrained myself for his sake. How you, my dear Lady G. 
can delight in giving pain to an honeft heart, I cannot im¬ 
agine. I would make all God Almighty’s creatures hap¬ 
py, if I could; and so would your noble brother. Is he not 
crossing dangerous seas, and ascending, through almost 
perpetual snows, those dreadful Alps which I have heard 
described with such terror, for the generous end of re¬ 
lieving diftress? 
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I made Mr. Orme sit next me. I was assiduous to help 
him, and to do him all the little offices which I thought 
would light up pleasure in his modeft countenance; and 
he was quite another man. It gave delight to his si&er, 
and to all my friends, to see him smile, and look happy. I 
think, my dear Lady G. that when Mr. Orme looks plea¬ 
sant, and at ease, he resembles a little the good-natured 
Lord G.—O that you would take half the pains to oblige 
him, that I do to relieve Mr. Orme !—Half the-pains, did 
I say? That you would not take pains to .(-oblige him; 
and he would be, of course, obliged. Don’t be afraid, my 
dear, that, in such a world as this, things will not happen 
to make you uneasy, without your studying for them. 
Excuse my seriousness: I am indeed too serious, at times. 

But when Mr. Orme requested a few minutes audience 
of me, as he called it, and I walked with him into the 
cedar parlour, which you have heard me mention, and 
with which I hope you will be one day acquainted; he 
paid, poor man! for his too transient pleasure. Why 
would he urge a denial that he could not but know I muft 
give? 

His siller and I had afterwards a conference. She 
pleaded too strongly her brother’s health, and even his 
life; both which, she would have it, depended on my fa¬ 
vour to him. I was greatly affefted; and at laft besought 
her, if she valued my friendship as I did hers, never more 
to mention to me a subject which gave me a pain too sen¬ 
sible for my peace. 

She requested me to assure her, that neither Mr. Gre- 
ville, nor Mr. Fenwick, might be the man. They both 
took upon them, she said, to ridicule her brother for the 
profound respedt, even to reverence, that he bore me; 
which, if he knew, might be attended with consequences: 
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For that her brother, mild and gentle as was his passion 
for me, had courage to resent any indignities that might 
be ca& upon him by spirits boiftrous as were those of the 
two gentlemen she had named. She never, therefore, told 
her brother of their scoffs. But it would go to her heart, if 
either of them should succeed, or have reason but for a 
di&ant hope. 

I made her heart easy, on that score. 

I have juSt now heard, that Sir Hargrave Pollexfen is 
come from abroad already. What can be the meaning of 
it? He is so low-minded, so malicious a man, and I have 
suffered so much from him—What can be meaning of 
his sudden return? I am told, that he is actually in Lon¬ 
don. Pray, my dear Lady G. inform yourself about him; 
and whether he thinks of coming into these parts. 

Mr. Greville, when he met us at Stony-Stratford, threw 
out menaces against Sir Hargrave, on my account; and 
said, It was well he was gone abroad. I told him then, that 
he had no business, even were Sir Hargrave present, to 
engage himself in my quarrels. 

Mr. Greville is an impetuous man; a man of rough 
manners; and makes many people afraid of him. He has, 
I believe, indeed , had his spies about me; for he seems to 
know every-thing that has befallen me in my absence 
from Selby-house. 

He has dared also to threaten Somebody else. Insolent 
wretch 1 But he hinted to me yesterday, that he was ex¬ 
ceedingly pleased with the news, that a certain gentleman 
was gone abroad, in order to prosecute a former amour y . 
was the light wretch’s as light expression. If my indig¬ 
nant eyes could have killed him, he would have fallen 
dead at my foot. 

Let the constant and true respefts of all my friends to 
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you and yours, and to my beloved Emily, be always, for 
the future, considered as very affectionately expressed, 
whether the variety of other subjects leave room for a 
particular expression of them, or not, by, my deareCt 
Lady G. 

' Tourfaithful , and ever-obliged , 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XIII. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

Saturday, May 6. 

I THANK you, Harriet, for yours. What muft your 
fellows think of you? In this gross age, your delicacy 
muft aCtonish them. There used to be more of it formerly. 
But how should men know any-thing of it, when women 
have forgot it? Lord be thanked, we females, since we 
have been admitted into so constant a share of the public 
diversions, want not courage. We can give the men stare 
for Clare wherever we meet them. The next age, nay, the 
rising generation, must surely be all heroes and heroines. 
But whither has this word delicacy carried me? Me, who, 
it seems, have faults to be corrected for, of another sort; 
and who want not the courage for which I congratulate 
others? 

But to other subjects. I could write a vaCl deal of Cluff 
about my Lord and Self, and Lord and Lady L. who 
assume parts which I know not how to allow them: And 
sometimes they threaten me with my brother’s resent¬ 
ments, sometimes with my Harriet’s; so that I muCt really 
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have leading-wrings fastened to my shoulders. O my 
dear! a fond husband is a surfeiting thing; and yet I be¬ 
lieve moW women love to be made monkeys of. 

But all other subjects muW now give way. We have 
heard of, tho’ not from, my brother. A particular friend of 
Mr. Lowther was here with a Letter from that gentle¬ 
man, acquainting us, that Sir Charles and he were arrived 
at Paris. 

Mr. Beauchamp was with us when Mr. Lowther’s 
friend came. He borrowed the Letter on account of the 
extraordinary adventure mentioned in it. 

Make your heart easy, in the firW place, about Sir Har¬ 
grave. He is indeed in town; but very ill. He was frighted 
into England, and intends not ever again to quit it. In all 
probability, he owes it to my brother that he exiWs. 

Mr. Beauchamp went direftly to Cavendish Square, 
and informed himself there of other particulars relating 
to the affair, from the very servant who was present and 
adling in it; and from those particulars, and Mr. Low¬ 
ther’s Letter, wrote one for Dr. Bartlett. Mr. Beauchamp 
obliged me with the perusal of what he wrote; whence I 
have extracted the following account: For his Letter is 
long and circumstantial; and I did not ask his leave to 
take a copy, as he seemed desirous to haffen it to the 
Dodtor. 

On Wednesday, the 3® of April, in the evening, as my 
brother was pursuing his journey to Paris, and was with¬ 
in two miles of that capital, a servant-man rode up, in' 
visible terror, to his poff-chaise, in which were Mr. Low¬ 
ther and himself, and besought them to hear his dreadful 
tale. The gentlemen ftopt, and he told them, that his 
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master, who was an Englishman, and his friend of the 
same nation, had been but a little while before attacked,! 
and forced out of the road in their poft-chaise, as hej 
doubted not, to be murdered, by no less than seven armed 
horsemen; and he pointed to a hill, at distance, called 
Mont Martre, behind which they were, at that moment, 
perpetrating their bloody purpose. He had juft before^ 
he said, addressed himself to two other gentlemen, ana 
their retinue, who drove on the fafter for it. 

The servant’s great coat was open; and Sir Charles, 
observing his livery, asked him, If he were not a servant 
of Sir Hargrave Pollexfen? and was answered in the 
affirmative. 

There are, it seems, trees planted on each side the road 
from St. Denis to Paris, but which, as France is an open 
and uninclosed country, would not, but for the hill, have 
hindered the seeing a great way off, the scuffling of so 
many men on horseback. There is also a ditch on either 
hand; but places left for owners to come at their grounds, 
with their carts, and other carriages. Sir Charles ordered 
the poft-boy to drive to one of those passages; saying, He 
could not forgive himself, if he did not endeavour to save 
Sir Hargrave, and his friend, whose name the man told 
him was Merceda. 

His own servants were three in number, besides one of 
Mr. Lowther. My brother made Mr. Lowther’s servant 
dismount; and, getting himself on his horse, ordered the 
others to follow him. He begged Mr. Lowther to con¬ 
tinue in the chaise, bidding the dismounted servant ftay, 
and attend his mafter, and galloped away towards the 
hill. His ears were soon pierced with the cries of the poor 
wretches; and presently he saw two men on horseback 
holding the horses of four others, who had under them 
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the two gentlemen, struggling, groaning, and crying out 
for mercy. 

On the approach of Sir Charles, who was a good way 
a-head of his servants, he called out to spare the gentle¬ 
men ; and bending his course to relieve the prostrate suf¬ 
ferers, two of the four quitted their prey, and mounting, 
joined the other two horsemen, and advanced to meet Sir 
Charles, with a shew of supporting the two men on foot 
in their violence; who continued laying on the wretches, 
with the but-ends of their whips, unmercifully. 

As the assailants offered not to fly, and as they had 
more than time enough to execute their purpose, had it 
been robbery and murder; Sir Charles concluded, it was 
likely that these men were actuated by a private revenge. 
He was confirmed in this surmise, when the four men on 
horseback, tho’ each had his pistol ready drawn, as Sir 
Charles also had his, demanded a conference; warning 
Sir Charles how he provoked his fate by his rashness; and 
declaring, that he was a dead man if he fired. 

Forbear, then, said Sir Charles, all further violences to 
the gentlemen, and I will hear what you have to say. 

He then put his piftol into his holder; and one of his 
servants being come up, and the two others at hand (to 
whom he called out, not to fire till they had his orders), he 
gave him his horse’s reins; bidding him have an eye to the 
holders of both, and leapt off; and, drawing his sword, 
made towards the two men who were so cruelly exercis¬ 
ing their whips; and who, on his approach, retired to 
some little distance, drawing their hangers. 

The four men on horseback joined the two on foot, 
juft as they were quitting the objefts of their fury; and 
one of them said, Forbear, for the present, further vio¬ 
lence, brother; the gentleman shall be told the cause of all 
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this.—Murder, Sir, said he, is not intended; nor are we 
robbers: The men whom you are solicitous to save from 
our vengeance, are villains. 

Be the cause what it will, answered Sir Charles, you 
are in a country noted for doing speedy justice, upon pro¬ 
per application to the magistrates. In the same infant he 
raised firSt one groaning man, then the other. Their heads 
were all over bloody, and they were so much bruised, that 
they could not extend their arms to reach their wigs and 
hats, which lay near them; nor put them on without Sir 
Charles’s help. 

The men on foot by this time had mounted their 
horses, and all six Stood upon their defence; but one of 
them was so furious, crying out, that his vengeance 
should be yet more complete, that two of the others could 
hardly restrain him. 

Sir Charles asked Sir Hargrave and Mr. Merceda, 
Whether they had reason to look upon themselves as in¬ 
jured men, or injurers? One of the assailants answered, 
That they both knew themselves to be villains. 

Either from consciousness, or terror, perhaps from 
both, they could not speak for themselves, but by groans; 
nor could either of them Stand or sit upright. 

JuSt then came up, in the chaise, Mr. Lowther and his 
servant, each a piStol in his hand. He quitted the chaise, 
when he came near the suffering men; and Sir Charles 
desired him inSlantly to examine whether the gentlemen 
were dangerously hurt, or not. 

The moft enraged of the assailants, having slipt by the 
two who were earned to restrain him, would again have 
attacked Mr. Merceda; offering a Stroke at him with his 
hanger: But Sir Charles (his drawn sword Still in his 
hand) caught hold of his bridle; and, turning his horse’s 
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head aside, diverted a stroke, which, in all probability, 
would otherwise have been a finishing one. 

They all came about Sir Charles, bidding him, at his 
peril, use his sword upon their friend: And Sir Charles’s 
servants were coming up to their master’s support, had 
there been occasion. At that infant Mr. Lowther, assist¬ 
ed by his own servant, was examining the wounds and 
bruises of the two terrified men, who had yet no reason to 
think themselves safe from further violence. 

Sir Charles repeatedly commanded his servants not to 
fire, nor approach nearer, without his orders. The per¬ 
sons, said he, to the assailants, whom you have so cruelly 
used, are Englishmen of condition. I will proteft them. 
Be the provocation what it will, you mutt know that your 
attempt upon them is a criminal one; and if my friend 
la£t come up, who is a very skilful surgeon, shall pro¬ 
nounce them in danger, you shall find it so. Still he held 
the horse of the furious one; and three of them, who 
seemed to be principals, were beginning to express some 
resentment at this cavalier treatment, when Mr. Low¬ 
ther gave his opinion, that there was no apparent danger 
of death: And then Sir Charles, quitting the man’s bridle, 
and putting himself between the assailants and sufferers, 
said, That as they had not either offered to fly, or to be 
guilty of violence to himself, his friend, or servants; he 
was afraid they had some reason to think themselves ill 
used by the gentlemen. But, however, as they could not 
suppose they were at liberty, in a civilized country, to 
take their revenge on the persons of those who were in- 
titled to the proteftion of that country; he should expert, 
that they would hold themselves to be personally answer- 
able for their conduct at a proper tribunal. 

The villains, one of the men said, knew who they were, 
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and what the provocation was; which had merited a worse 
treatment than they had hitherto met with. You, Sir, pro¬ 
ceeded he, seem to be a man of honour and temper: We 
are men of honour, as well as you. Our design, as we told 
you, was not to kill the miscreants; but to give them rea¬ 
son to remember their villainy as long as they lived; and 
to put it out of their power ever to be guilty of the like. 
They have made a vile attempt, continued he, on a Lady’s 
honour at Abbeville; and, finding themselves detected, 
and in danger, had taken round-about ways, and shifted 
from one vehicle to another, to escape the vengeance of 
her friends. The gentleman whose horse you held, and 
who has reason to be in a passion, is the husband of the 
Lady [A Spanish husband, surely, Harriet; not a French 
one, according to our notions]. That gentleman, and that , 
are her brothers. We have been in pursuit of them two 
days; for they gave out, in order, no doubt, to put us on a 
wrong scent, that they were to go to Antwerp. 

And it seems, my dear, that Sir Hargrave and his col- 
legue had actually sent some of their servants that way; 
which was the reason that they were themselves attended 
but by one. 

The gentleman told Sir Charles that there was a third 
villain in their plot. They had hopes, he said, that he 
would not escape the close pursuit of a manufacturer at 
Abbeville, whose daughter, a lovely young creature, he 
had seduced, under promises of marriage. Their govern¬ 
ment, he observed, were great countenancers of the manu¬ 
facturers at Abbeville; and he would have reason, if he 
were laid hold of, to think himself happy, if he came off 
with being obliged to perform his promises. 

This third wretch mu£t be Mr. Bagenhall. The Lord 
grant, say I, that he may be laid hold of; and obliged to 
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make a ruined girl an honeSl woman , as they phrase it in 
Lancashire. Don’t you wish so, my dear? And let me 
add, that had the relations of the injured Lady completed 
their intended vengeance on those two Libertines (A 
very proper punishment, I ween, for all Libertines) it 
might have helped them to pass the reft of their lives with 
great tranquillity; and honeft girls might, for any contri¬ 
vances of theirs, have passed to and from Masquerades 
without moleftation. 

Sir Hargrave and his companion intended, it seems, at 
firft, to make some resiftance; four only, of the seven, 
ftopping the chaise: But when the other three came up, 
and they saw who they were, and knew their own guilt, 
their courage failed them. 

The seventh man was set over the poft-boy, whom he 
had led about half a mile from the spot they had chosen as 
a convenient one for their purpose. 

Sir Hargrave’s servant was secured by them at their 
firft attack; but after they had disarmed him and his 
mafters, he found an opportunity to slip from them, and 
made the beft of his way to the road, in hopes of procur¬ 
ing assiftance for them. 

While Sir Charles was busy in helping the bruised 
wretches on their feet, the seventh man came up to the 
others, followed by Sir Hargrave’s chaise. The assailants 
had retired to some diftance, and, after a consultation to¬ 
gether, they all advanced towards Sir Charles; who, bid 
ding his servants be on their guard, leapt on his horse, 
with that agility and presence of mind, for which, Mr. t 
Beauchamp says, he excels moft men; and leading to¬ 
wards them, Do you advance, gentlemen, said he, as 
friends, or otherwise?—Mr. Lowther took a piftol in 
each hand, and held himself ready to support him; and 
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the servants disposed themselves to obey their maker’s 
orders. 

Our enmity, answered one of them, is only to these two 
inhospitable villains: Murder, as we told you, was not our 
design..They know where we are to be found; and that 
they are the vilest of men, and have not been punished 
equal to their demerits. Let them on their knees ask this 
gentleman’s pardon; pointing to the husband of the in¬ 
sulted Lady. We insist upon this satisfaction; and upon 
their promise, that they never more will come within two 
leagues of Abbeville; and we will leave them in your pro¬ 
tection. 

I fansy, Harriet, that these women-frightening heroes 
needed not to have been urged to make this promise. 

Sir Charles, turning towards them, said, If you haVe 
done wrong, gentlemen, you ought not to scruple asking 
pardon. If you know yourselves to be innocent, tho’ I 
should be loth to risque the lives of my friend and ser¬ 
vants, yet shall not my countrymen make so undue a sub¬ 
mission. 

The wretches kneeled; and the seven men, civilly 
saluting Sir Charles and Mr. Lowther, rode off; to the 
joy of the two delinquents, who kneeled again to their 
deliverer, and poured forth blessings upon the man whose 
life, so lately, one of them sought; and whose preserva¬ 
tion he had now so much reason to rejoice in, for the sake 
of his own safety. 

My brother himself could not but be well pleased that 
he was not obliged to come to extremities, which might 
have ended fatally on both sides. 

By this time Sir Hargrave’s poft-chaise was come up. 
He and his collegue were with difficulty lifted into it. My 
brother and Mr. Lowther went into theirs; and being but 
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a small distance from Paris, they proceeded thither in 
company; the poor wretches blessing them all the way; 
and at Paris found their other servants waiting for them. 

Sir Charles and Mr. Lowther saw them in bed in the 
lodgings that had been taken for them. They were so 
Stiff with the bastinado they had met with, that they were 
unable to help themselves. Mr. Merceda had been more 
severely (I cannot call it more cruelly) treated than the 
other; for he, it seems, was the greatest malefaCtor in the 
attempt made upon the Lady: And he had, besides, two 
or three gashes, which, but for his struggles, would have 
been but one. 

As you, my dear, always turn pale when the word 
Masquerade is mentioned; so, I warrant, will Abbeville 
be a word of terror to these wretches, as long as they live. 

Their enemies, it seems, carried off their arms; per¬ 
haps, in the true spirit of French chivalry, with a view to 
lay them, as so many trophies, at the feet of the insulted 
Lady. 

Mr. Lowther writes, that my brother and he are lodg¬ 
ed in the H6tel of a man of quality, a dear friend of the 
late Mr. Danby, and one of the three whom he has re¬ 
membered in his will; and that Sir Charles is extremely 
busy in relation to the executorship; and, having not a 
moment to spare, desired Mr. Lowther to engage his 
friend to whom he wrote, to let us know as much; and 
that he was hastening every-thing for his j ourney onwards. 

Mr. Beauchamp’s narrative of this affair, is, as I told 
you, very circumstantial. I thought to have shortened it 
more than I have done. I wish I have not made my ab¬ 
stract confused, in several material places: But I have not 
time to clear it up. Adieu, my dear. 

CHARLOTTE G. 
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LETTER XIV. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

Sunday^ May 7. 

I BELIEVE I shall become as arrant a scribbler as 
Somebody else. I begin to like writing. A great com¬ 
pliment to you, I assure you. I see one may bring one’s 
mind to any-thing—I thought I muft have had recourse, 
when you and my brother left us, and when I was mar¬ 
ried, to the public amusements, to fill up my leisure: And 
as I have seen every-thing worth seeing of those, many 
times over (masquerades excepted, and them I despise); 
time, you know, in that case, would have passed a little 
heavily, after having shewn myself, and, by seeing Who 
and Who were together, laid in a little £tore of the right 
sort of conversation for the tea-table. For you know, Har¬ 
riet, that among us modern fine people, the company, 
and not the entertainment, is the principal part of the 
Raree-show. Pretty enough! to make the entertainment, 
and pay for it too, to the honest fellows, who have no¬ 
thing to do, but to project schemes to get us together. 

I don’t know what to do with this man. I little thought 
that I was to be considered as such a Doll, such a Toy, as 
he would make me. I want to drive him out of the house 
without me, were it but to purvey for me news and scan¬ 
dal. What are your fine gentlemen fit for else? You know, 
that, with all my faults, I have a domestic and managing 
turn. A man should encourage that in a wife, and not be 
perpetually teazing her for her company abroad, unless 
he did it with a view to keep her at home. Our Sex don’t 
love to be prescribed to, even in the things to which they 
are not naturally averse: And for this very reason, per- 
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haps; because it becomes us to submit to prescription. 
Human nature, Harriet, is a perverse thing. I believe, if 
my good man wished me to ftay at home, I should tor¬ 
ture my brain, as other good wives do, for inventions to 
go abroad. 

It was but yesterday, that, in order to give him'a hint, I 
pinned my apron to his coat, without considering who 
was likely to be a sufferer by it; and he, getting up, in his 
usual nimble way, gave it a rent, and then looked behind 
him with so much apprehension—Hands folded, eyes 
goggling, bag in motion from shoulder to shoulder. I 
was vexed too much to make the use of the trick which I 
had designed, and huffed him. He made excuses, and 
looked pitifully; bringing in his Soul, to testify that he 
knew not how it could be—How could it be! Wretch! 
When you are always squatting upon one’s cloaths, in de¬ 
fiance of hoop, or distance. 

He went out direftly, and brought me in two aprons, 
either of which was worth twenty of that he so carelesly 
rent. Who could be angry with him?—I was, indeed, 
thinking, to chide him for this —As if I were not to be 
trusted to buy my own cloaths: And it was juft at my 
tongue’s end, to ask him, What the milaner could think 
of a man buying linen for a woman; but he looked at me 
with so good-natured an eye, that I relented, and accept¬ 
ed, with a bow of graciousness, his present; only calling 
him an odd creature—And that he is, you know, my dear. 

We live very whimsically, in the main: Not above four 
[quarrels, however, and as many more chidings, in a day. 
jWhat does the man ftay at home for then so much, when 
ft am at home?—Married people, by frequent absences, 
^may have a chance for a little happiness. How many de- 
batings, if not direft quarrels, are saved by the good 
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man’s and his meek wife’s seeing each other but once or 
twice a week! In what can men and women, who are much 
together, employ themselves, but in proving and defend¬ 
ing, quarrelling and making-up? Especially if they both 
chance to marry for Love (which, thank Heaven, is not 
altogether my case); for then both honeSt souls, having 
promised more happiness to each other than they can 
possibly meet with, have nothing to do but reproach each 
other, at leaSt tacitly, for their disappointment.—A great 
deal of Free-masonry in Love, my dear, believe me! The 
secret, like that, when found out, is hardly worth the 
knowing. 

Well, but what silly rattle is this, Charlotte! methinks 
you say, and put on one of your wisest looks. 

No matter, Harriet! There may be some wisdom in 
much folly. Every one speaks not out so plainly as I do. 
But when the novelty of an acquisition or change of con¬ 
dition is over, be the change or the acquisition what it 
will, the principal pleasure is over, and other novelties 
are hunted after, to keep the pool of life from stagnating. 

This is a serious truth, my dear, and I expert you to 
praise me for it. You are very sparing of your praise to 
poor me; and yet I had rather have your good word, than 
any woman’s in the world: Or man’s either, I was going 
to say; but I should then have forgot my brother . As for 
Lord G. were I to accuStom him to obligingness, I should 
deStroy my own consequence: For then it would be no 
novelty; and he would be hunting after a new folly— 
Very true, Harriet. 

Well, but we have had a good serious falling-out; and 
it Still subsists. It began on Friday night; -present Lord 
and Lady L. and Emily. I was very angry with him for 
bringing it on before them. The man has no discretion, 
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my dear; none at all. And what about? Why, we have not 
made our appearance at court, forsooth. 

A very confident thing, this same appearance, I think! 
A compliment made to fine cloaths and jewels, at the ex¬ 
pence of modesty. Lord G. pleads decorum—Decorum 
against modesty, my dear!—But if by decorum Is meant 
fashion, I have in a hundred instances found decorum 
beat modesty out of the house. And as my brother, who 
would have been our principal honour on such an occa¬ 
sion, is gone abroad; and as ours is an elderly novelty , as I 
may say; (our fineries were not ready, you know, before 
my brother went) I was fervent against it. 

“I was the only woman of condition, in England, who 
would be against it.” 

I told my Lord, that was a reflexion on my Sex: But 
Lord and Lady L. who had been spoken to, I believe, by 
Lady Gertrude, were both on his side [I shall have this 
man utterly ruined for a husband among you]—When 
there were three to one, it would have looked cowardly to 
yield, you know. I was brave. But it being proposed for 
Sunday, and that being at a little distance, it was not 
doubted but I would comply. So the night paift off, with 
prayings, hopings, and a little mutteration [Allow me that 
word, or find me a better.] The entreaty was renewed in 
the morning; but, no!—“I was ashamed ofhim,”hesaid. 
I asked him, if he really thought so?—‘‘He should think 
so, if I refused him.” Heaven forbid, my Lord, that I, 
who contend for the liberty of adting, should hinder you 
from the liberty of thinking! Only one piece of advice, 
honest friend, said I: Don’t imagine the worSt against 
yourself: And another, If you have a mind to carry a 
point with me, don’t bring on the cause before any-body 
else: For that would be to doubt either my duty, or your 
own reasonableness. 
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As sure as you are alive, Harriet, the man made an ex¬ 
ception against being called honett friend ; as if, as I told 
him, either of the words were incompatible with quality . 
So, once, he was as froppish as a child, on my calling him 
the man\ a higher distinction, I think, than if I had called 
him a King, or a Prince. THE Man ! —Strange crea¬ 
ture ! To except to a distinction that implies, that he is the 
Man of Men!—You see what a captious mortal I have 
been forced to call my Lord. But Lord and Matter do not 
always go together; tho’ they do too often, for the happi¬ 
ness of many a meek soul of our Sex. 

Well, this debate seemed suspended, by my telling 
him, that if I were presented at court, I would not have 
either the Earl or Lady Gertrude go with us; the very 
people who were moSt desirous to be there—But I might 
not think of that, at the time, you know.—I would not be 
thought very perverse; only a little whimsical, or so. And 
I wanted not an excellent reason for excluding them— 
“Are their consents to our paSt affair doubted , my Lord, 
said I, that you think it necessary for them to appear to 
juSlify us?” 

He could say nothing to this, you know. And I should 
never forgive the husband, as I told him, on another occa¬ 
sion, who would pretend to argue, when he had nothing 
to say. 

Then (for the baby will be always craving something) 
he wanted me to go abroad with him—I forget whither 
—But to some place that he supposed (poor man!) I 
should like to visit. I told him, I dared to say, he wished to 
be thought a modern husband, and & fashionable man; and 
he would get a bad name, if he could never Stir out with¬ 
out his wire. Neither could he answer that , you know. 

Well, we went on, mutter, mutter, grumble, grumble, 
the thunder rolling at a di&ance; a little impatience now- 
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and then, however, portending, that it would come near¬ 
er. But, as yet, it was only, Pray, my dear, oblige me; and, 
Pray, my Lord, excuse me; till this morning, when he 
had the assurance to be pretty peremptory; hinting, that 
the Lord in waiting had been spoke to. A fine time of it 
would a wife have, if she were not at liberty to dress her¬ 
self as she pleases. Were I to choose again, I do assure 
you, my dear, it should not be a man, who by his tafte for 
Moths and Butterflies, Shells, China, and such-like tri¬ 
fles, would give me warning, that he would presume to 
dress his baby, and when he had done, would perhaps ad¬ 
mire his own fancy more than her person. I believe, my 
Harriet, I shall make you afraid of Matrimony: But I 
will pursue my subject, for all that.— 

When the Insolent saw that I did not dress as he would 
have had me; he drew out his face, glouting, to half the 
length of my arm; but was silent. Soon after Lady L. 
sending to know whether her Lord and she were to at¬ 
tend us to the Drawing-room, and I returning for answer, 
that I should be glad of their company at dinner; he was 
in violent wrath. True, as you are alive! and dressing him¬ 
self in a great hurry, left the house, without saying, By 
your leave, With your leave, or Whether he would re¬ 
turn to dinner, or not. Very pretty doings, Harriet 1 

Lord and Lady L. came to dinner, however. I thought 
they were very kind, and, till they opened their lips, was 
going to thank them: For then, it was all elder Sifter, and 
insolent Brother-in-law, I do assure you. Upon my word, 
Harriet, they took upon them. 

Lady L. told me, I might be the happieft creature in 
the world, if—and there was so good as to ftop. 

One of the happieft only, Lady L.! Who can be hap¬ 
pier than you? 
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But I, said she, should neither be so, nor deserve to be 
so, if -—Good of her again, to slop at//. 

We can’t be all of one mind, replied 1.1 shall be wiser, 
in time. 

Where was poor Lord G. gone? 

Poor Lord G. is gone to seek his fortune, I believe. 

What did I mean? 

I told them the airs he had given himself; and that he 
was gone without leave, or notice of return. 

He had served me right, absolutely right, Lord L. 
said. 

I believed so myself. Lord G. was a very good sort of 
man, and ought not to bear with me so much as he had 
done: But it would be kind in them, not to tell him what I 
had owned. 

The Earl lifted up one hand; the Countess both. They 
had not come to dine with me, they said, after the answer 
I had returned, but as they were afraid something was 
wrong between us. 

Mediators are not to be of one side only, I said: And as 
they had been so kindly free in blaming me, I hoped they 
would be as free with him, when they saw him. 

And then it was, For God’s sake, Charlotte; and, Let 
me entreatyou, Lady G. And let me, too, beseech you, ma- 
•dam, said Emily, with tears stealing down her cheeks. 

You are both very good: You are a sweet girl, Emily. I 
have a too-playful heart. It will give me some pain, and 
some pleasure; but if I had not more pleasure than pain 
from my play, I should not be so silly. 

My Lord not coming in, and the dinner being ready, I 
ordered it to be served.—Won’t you wait a little longer 
for Lord G.?—No. I hope he is safe and well. He is his 
own mailer as well as mine (I sighed, I believe!); and, no 
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doubt, has a paramount pleasure in pursuing his own 
choice. 

They raved. I begged that they would let us eat our 
dinner with comfort. My Lord, I hoped, would come in 
with a keen appetite, and Nelthorpe should get a supper 
for him that he liked. 

When we had dined, and retired into the adjoining 
drawing-room, I had another schooling-bout: Emily was 
even saucy. But I took it all: Yet, in my heart, was vexed 
at Lord G’s perverseness. 

At laft, in came the honett man. He does not read this, 
and so cannot take exceptions, and I hopej you will not, at 
the word honett. 

So lordly! so £tiff! so solemn!—Upon my word!— 
Had it not been Sunday, I would have gone to my harp¬ 
sichord direftly. He bowed to Lord and Lady L. and to 
Emily, very obligingly; to me he nodded.—I nodded 
again; but, like a good-natured fool, smiled. He stalked 
to the chimney; turned his back towards it, buttoned up 
his mouth, held up his glowing face, as if he were dispos¬ 
ed to crow; yet had not won the battle.—One hand in his 
bosom; the other under the skirt of his waistcoat, and his 
posture firmer than his mind.—Yet was my heart so de¬ 
void of malice, that I thought his attitude very genteel; 
and, had we not been man and wife, agreeable. 

We hoped to have found your Lordship at home, said 
Lord L. or we should not have dined here. 

If Lord G. is as polite a husband as a man, said I, he will 
not thank your Lordship for this compliment to his wife* 

Lord G. swelled, and reared himself up. His com¬ 
plexion, which was before in a glow, was heightened. 

Poor man! thought I.—But why should my tender 
heart pity obstinate people?—Yet I could not help being 
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dutiful.—Have you dined, my Lord? said I, with a sweet 
smile, and very courteous. 

He ftalked to the window, and never a word answered 
he. 

Pray, Lady L. be so good as to ask my Lord G. If he 
has dined? Was not this very condescending, on such a 
behaviour? 

Lady L. asked him, and as gently-voiced as if she were 
asking the same question of her own Lord. Lady L. is a 
kind-hearted soul, Harriet: She is my Sifter. 

I have not , madam, to Lady L. turning rudely from me, 
and, not very civilly, from her. Ah! thought I, these men! 
The more they are courted!—Wretches! to find their 
consequence in a woman’s meekness.—Yet, I could not 
forbear shewing mine.—Nature, Harriet! Who can re¬ 
sift conftitution ? 

What ftiff airs are these! approaching him.—I do as¬ 
sure you, my Lord, I shall not take this behaviour well; 
and put my hand on his arm. 

I was served right. Would you believe it? The man 
shook off my condescending hand, by raising his elbow 
scornfully. He really did! 

Nay, then!—I left him, and retired to my former seat. 
I was vexed that it was Sunday: I wanted a little harmony. 

Lord and Lady L. both blamed me, by their looks; and 
my Lady took my hand, and was leading me towards him. 
I shewed a little reluctance: And, would you have thought 
it? out of the drawing-room whipt my nimble Lord, as if 
on purpose to avoid being moved by my concession. 

I took my place again. 

I beg of you, Charlotte, said Lady L. go to my Lord. 
You have used him ill. 

When I think so, I will follow your advice, Lady L. 

h 
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And don'(you think so, Lady G.? said Lord L. 

Whatl for taking my own option how I would be 
dressed to-day?— What! for deferring—That moment 
in came my bluff Lord—Have I not, proceeded I, been 
forced to dine without him to-day? Did he let me know 
what account I could give of his absence? Or when he 
would return?—And see, now , how angry he looks! 

He traversed the room—I went on—Did he not shake 
off my hand, when I laid it, smiling, on his arm? Would 
he answer me a question, which I kindly put to him, fear¬ 
ing he had not dined, and might be sick for want of eat¬ 
ing? Was I not forced to apply to Lady L. for an answer 
to my careful question, on his scornfully turning from me 
in silence?—Might we not, if he had not gone out so 
abruptly,nobody knows where, havemadethe appearance 
his heart is so set upon?—But now, indeed, it is too late. 

Oons , madam 1 said he, and he kemboed his arms, and 
ftrutted up to me. Now for a cuff, thought I. I was half 
afraid of it: But out of the room again capered he. 

Lord bless me, said I, What a passionate creature is 
this! 

Lord and Lady L. both turned from me with indigna¬ 
tion. But no wonder, if one , that they both did. They are a 
silly pair; and I believe have agreed to keep each other in 
countenance in all they do. 

But Emily affefted me. She sat before in one corner of 
the room, weeping; and juft then ran to me, and, wrap¬ 
ping her arms about me, Dear, dear Lady G. said she, for 
Heaven’s sake, think of what our Miss Byron said,; 
“Don’t jeft away your own happiness.” I don’t say who is 
in fault: But, my dear Lady, do you condescend. It looks 
pretty in a woman to condescend. Forgive me; I will run 
to my Lord, and I will beg of him— 
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Away she ran, without waiting for an answer—and, 
bringing in the passionate wretch, hanging on his arm— 
You muft not, my Lord, indeed you muft not be so pas¬ 
sionate. Why, my Lord, you frighted me ; indeed you did. 
Suchawordlneverheardfromyour Lordship’s mouth— 
Ah, my Lord, said I, you give yourself pretty airs! 
Don’t you? and use pretty words; that a child shall be 
terrified at them! But come, come, ask my pardon, for 
leaving me to dine withoutyou. 

Was not that tender?—Yet out went Lord and Lady 
L. To be sure they did right, if they withdrew in hopes 
these kind words would have been received as reconcili- 
atory ones; and not in displeasure with me , as I am half- 
afraid they did: For their good-nature, worthy souls! 
does sometimes lead them into misapprehensions. I kind¬ 
ly laid my hand on his arm again.—He was ungracious. 
—Nay, my Lord, don’t once more rejeft me with disdain 
—If you do—I then smiled mo£t courteously. Carry not 
your absurdities, my Lord, too far: And I took his hand 
[There, Harriet, was condescension!]: I protect, Sir, if 
you give yourself any more of these airs, you will not find 
me so condescending—Come, come, tell me you are sor¬ 
ry, and I will forgive you. 

Sorry! madam; sorry! —I am indeed sorry, for your 
provoking airs! 

Why that’s not il 1 said—But kemboed arms, my Lord! 
are you not sorry for such an air? And Oons! are you not 
sorry for such a word? and for such looks too? and for 
quarreling with your dinner?—I protect, my Lord, you 
make one of us look like a child who flings away his bread 
and butter because it has not glass windows upon it.— 
Not for one moment forbear, madam!— 

Pr’ythee, pr’ythee—[I profess I had like to have said 

h2 
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honestfriend No more of these airs; and, I tell you, I will 
forgive you. 

But, madam, I cannot, I will not— 

Hush, hush; no more in that strain; and so loud, as if 
we had loft each other in a wood!—If you will let us be 
friends, say so—In an inftant—If not, I am gone—gone 
this moment—cafting off from him, as I may say, intend¬ 
ing to mount up-ftairs. 

Angel, or Demon, shall I call you? said he.—Yet I re¬ 
ceive your hand, as offered. But, for God’s sake, madam, 
let us be happy! And he kissed my hand, but not so cor¬ 
dially as it became him to do; and in came Lord and Lady 
L. with countenances a little ungracious. 

I took my seat next my own man, with an air of offici¬ 
ousness, hoping to oblige him by it.—He was obliged: 
And another day, not yet quite agreed upon, this parade 
is to be made. 

And thus began, proceeded, and ended, this doughty 
quarrel. And who knows, but before the day is absolutely 
resolved upon, we may have half a score more? Four, five, 
six days, as it may happen, is a great space of time for 
people to agree, who are so much together; and one of 
whom is playful, and the other will not be played with. 
But these Kembo and Oons airs, Harriet, ftick a little in 
my ftomach; and the man seems not to be quite come to 
neither. He is sullen and gloomy, and don’t prate away as 
he used to do, when we have made up before. 

But I will sing him a song to-morrow: I will please the 
honeSl man, if I can. But he really should not have had for 
a wife a woman of so sweet a temper as 

Tour CHARLOTTE G. 
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LETTER XV. 


Lady G. To Miss Byron. 


Monday, May 


M Y Lord and I have had another little— Tiff, shall I 
call it? It came not up to a quarrel. Married people 
would have enough to do, if they were to trouble their 
friends every time they misunderstood one another. And 


now a word or two of other people: Not always scribbling 
of ourselves. 


We have juSt heard, that our cousin Everard has add¬ 
ed another fool of our Sex to the number of the weak ones 


who disgrace it: A sorry fellow! He has been seen with 
her, by one whom he would not know, at Cuper’s Gard¬ 
ens; dressed like a Sea-officer, and skulking, like a thief, 
into the privateSl walks of the place. When he is tired of 
the poor wretch, he will want to accommodate with us by 
promises of penitence and reformation, as once or twice 
before. Rakes are not only odious, but they are despic¬ 
able creatures. You will the more clearly see this, when I 
assure you, from those who know, that this silly creature 
our cousin is looked upon, among his brother Liber¬ 
tines, and Smarts, as a man of fir SI consideration! 

He has also been seen, in a gayer habit, at a certain 
Gaming-table, near Covent-garden; where he did not 
content himself with being an idle speftator. Colonel 
Winwood, our informant, shook his head, but made no 
other answer, to some of our enquiries. May he suffer! 
say I.—A sorry fellow!— 

Preparations are going on, all so-faSl at Windsor, We 
are all invited. God grant that Miss Mansfield may be as 
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I happy a Lady W. as we all conclude she will bel But I 
never was fond of matches between sober young women, 
and battered old rakes. Much good may do the adven¬ 
turers, drawn in by gewgaw and title!—Poor things!— 
But convenience, when that’s the motive, whatever fool¬ 
ish girls think, will hold out its comforts, while a gratified 
Love quickly evaporates. 

Beauchamp, who is acquainted with the Mansfields, is 
entrusted by my brother, in his absence, with the man¬ 
agement of the Law-affairs. He hopes, he says, to give a 
good account of them. The base steward of the uncle Cal¬ 
vert, who lived as a husband with the woman who had 
been forced upon his superannuated master in a doting 
fit, has been brought, by the death of one of the children 
born in Mr. Calvert’s life-time, and by the precarious 
health of the posthumous one, to make overtures of ac¬ 
commodation. A new hearing of the cause between them 
and the Keelings, is granted; and great things are ex¬ 
pected from it, in their favour, from some new lights 
thrown in upon that suit. The Keelings are frighted out 
of their wits, it seems; and are applying to Sir John Lamb- 
ton, a disinterested neighbour, to offer himself as a medi¬ 
ator between them. The Mansfields will so soon be re¬ 
lated to us, that I make no apology for interesting you in 
their affairs. 

Be sure you chide me for my whimsical behaviour to 
Lord G. I know you will. But don’t blame my heart: My 
head only is wrong. 

< 

A little more from fresh informations of this sorry var- 
let Everard. I wished him to suffer; but I wished him not 
to be so very great a sufferer as it seems he is. Sharpers 
have bit his head off, quite close to his shoulders: They 
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have not left it him to carry under his arm, as the honeft 
patron of France did his. They lend it him, however, 
now-and-then, to repent with, and curse himself. The 
creature he attended to Cuper’s Gardens, instead of a 
country Innocent, as he expefted her to be, comes out to 
be a cast mistress, experienced in all the arts of such, and 
acting under the secret influences of a man of quality; 
who, wanting to get rid of her, supports her in a prosecu¬ 
tion commenced against him (poor devil!) for perform¬ 
ance of covenants. He was extremely mortified, on find¬ 
ing my brother gone abroad: He intends to apply to him 
for his pity and help. Sorry wretch! He boasted to us, on 
our expectation of our brother’s arrival from abroad, that 
he would enter his cousin Charles into the ways of the 
town. Now he wants to avail himself against the prac¬ 
tices of the sons of that town by his cousin’s character and 
consequence. 

A combination of sharpers, it seems, had long set him 
as a man of fortune: But, on his taking refuge with my 
brother, gave over, for a time, their designs upon him, till 
he threw himself again in their way. 

The worthless fellow had been often liberal of his pro¬ 
mises of marriage to young creatures of more innocence 
than this ; and thinks it very hard that he should be prose¬ 
cuted for a crime which he had so frequently committed 
with impunity. Can you pity him? I cannot, I assure you. 
The man who can betray and ruin an innocent woman, 
who loves him, ought to be abhorred by men. Would he 
scruple to betray and ruin them , if he were not afraid of 
the Law?—Yet there are women, who can forgive such 
wretches, and herd with them.— 

My aunt Eleanor is arrived: A good, plump, bonny- 
faced old virgin. She has chosen her apartment. At pre- 
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sent we are mo& prodigiously civil to each other: But 
already I suspeCt she likes Lord G. better than I would 
have her. She will perhaps, if a party should be formed 
against your poor Charlotte, make one of it. 

Will you think it time thrown away, to read a further 
account of what is come to hand about the wretches who 
lately, in the double sense of the word, were overtaken 
between St. Denis and Paris? 

Sir Hargrave Pollexfen, it seems, £till keeps his cham¬ 
ber : He is thought not to be out of danger from some in¬ 
ward hurt, which often makes him bring up blood in 
quantities. He is miserably oppressed by lowness of spir¬ 
its ; and when he is a little better in that respect, his im¬ 
patience makes his friends apprehensive for his head. But 
has he intellects strong enough to give apprehensions of 
that nature? Fool and madman we often join as terms of 
reproach; but I believe, fools seldom run really mad. 

Merceda is in a itill more dangerous way. Besides his 
bruises, and a fraftured skull, he has, it seems, a wound 
in his thigh, which, in the delirium he was thrown into by 
the frafture, was not duly attended to; and which, but for 
his valiant struggles against the knife which gave the 
wound, was designed for a Ctill greater mischief. His re¬ 
covery is despaired of; and the poor wretch is continually 
offering up vows of'penitence and reformation, if his life 
may be spared. 

Bagenhall was the person who had seduced, by pro¬ 
mises of marriage, and fled for it, the manufacturer's 
daughter of Abbeville. He was overtaken by his pursuers* 
at Douay. The incensed father, and friends of the young 
woman, would not be otherwise pacified than by his per¬ 
forming his promise; which, with infinite reluCtance, he 
complied with, principally thro’ the threats of the bro¬ 
ther, who is noted for his fierceness and resolution; and 
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who once made the sorry creature feel an argument which 
greatly terrified him. Bagenhall is at present at Abbeville, 
living as well as he can with his new wife, cursing his fate, 
no doubt, in secret. He is obliged to appear fond of her 
before her brother and father; the latter being also a sour 
man, a Gascon, always boating of his family, and valuing 
himself upon a de^ affixed by himself to his name, and 
jealous of indignity offered to it. The fierce brother is re¬ 
solved to accompany his sifter to England, when Bagen¬ 
hall goes thither, in order, as he declares, to secure to her 
good usage, and see her owned and visited by all Bagen- 
hairs friends and relations. And thus much of these fine 
gentlemen. 

How different a man is Beauchamp! But it is injuring 
him, to think of those wretches and him at the same time. 
He certainly has an eye to Emily; but behaves with great 
prudence towards her: Yet every-body but she sees his re¬ 
gard for her: Nobody but her guardian runs in her head; 
and the more, as she really thinks it is a glory to love him, 
because of his goodness. Every-body, she says, has the 
same admiration of him that she has. 

Mrs. Reeves desires me to acquaint you, that Miss 
Clements having, by the death of her mother and aunt, 
come into a pretty fortune, is addressed to by a Yorkshire 
gentleman of easy circumstances, and is preparing to go 
down thither to reside; but that she intends to write to 
you before she goes, and to beg you to favour her with 
now-and-then a Letter. 

I think Miss Clements is a good sort of young woman: 
But I imagined she would have been one of those Nuns at 
large, who need not make vows of living and dying aunt 
Eleanors, or Lady Gertrudes; all three of them, good 
honest souls I chafte, pious, and plain. It is a charming 
situation, when a woman is arrived at such a height of per- 
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fedtion, as to be above giving or receiving temptation. 
Sweet innocents! They have my Reverence if not my 
Love. How would they be affronted, if I were to say pity! 
—I think only of my two good Aunts, at the present writ¬ 
ing. Miss Clements, you know, is a youngish woman; and 
I respedt her much. One would not jeSt upon the un¬ 
sightliness of person, or plainness of feature: But, think 
you, she will not be one of those, who twenty years hence 
may put in a boaSt of her quondam beauty? 

How I run on! I think I ought to be ashamed of my¬ 
self. 

“ Very true, Charlotte.” 

And so it is, Harriet. I have done—Adieu!—Lord G. 
will be silly again, I doubt; but I am prepared. I wish he 
had half my patience. 

“Be quiet, Lord G.! What a fool you are!”—The man, 
my dear, under pretence of being friends, run his sharp 
nose in my eye. No bearing his fondness: It is worse than 
insolence. How my eye waters!—I can tell him—But I 
will tell him , and not you. —Adieu, once more. 

CHARLOTTE G. 


LETTER XVI. 

Mr. Lowther, fa John Arnold, Esq-, (his 
Brother-in-Law') in London , 

Bologna , May 5—16 V 

I WIL L now, my dear Brother, give you a circumstan¬ 
tial account of our short, but flying journey. The 20th 
of April, O. S. early in the morning, we left Paris, and 
reached Lyons the 24th, at night. 
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Renting but a few hours, we set out for Pont Beau- 
voisin, where we arrived the following evening: There 
we bid adieu to France, and found ourselves in Savoy, 
equally noted for its poverty and rocky mountains. In¬ 
deed it was a total change of the scene. We had left be¬ 
hind us a" blooming spring, which enlivened with its ver¬ 
dure the trees and hedges on the road we passed, and the 
meadows already smiled with flowers. The chearful in¬ 
habitants were busy in adjusting their limits, lopping 
their trees, pruning their vines, tilling their fields: But 
when we entered Savoy, nature wore a very different face; 
and I muSt own, that my spirits were great sufferers by 
the change. Here we began to view on the nearer moun¬ 
tains, covered with ice and snow, notwithstanding the ad¬ 
vanced season, the rigid winter, in frozen majesty, Still 
preserving its domains: And arriving at St. Jean de 
Maurienne the night of the 26 th, the snow seemed as if it 
would dispute with us our passage; and horrible was the 
force of the boisterous winds, which set full in our faces. 

Overpowered by the fatigues I had undergone in the 
expedition we had made, the unseasonable coldness of 
the weather, and the sight of one of the worSt countries 
under Heaven, Still cloathed in snow, and deformed by 
continual hurricanes; I was here taken ill. Sir Charles 
was greatly concerned for my indisposition, which was 
increased by a great lowness of spirits. He attended upon 
me in person; and never had man a more kind and indul¬ 
gent friend. Here we Staid two days; and then, my illness 
being principally owing to fatigue, I found myself en¬ 
abled to proceed. At two of the clock in the morning of the 
28th, we prosecuted our journey, in palpable darkness, 
and dismal weather, tho’ the winds were somewhat laid; 
and, reaching the foot of Mount Cenis by break of day, 
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arrived at Lanebourg, a poor little village, so environed 
by high mountains, that, for three months in the twelve, 
it is hardly visited by the chearing rays of the sun. Every 
objedf which here presents itself is excessively miserable. 
The people are generally of an olive complexion, with 
wens under their chins; some so monstrous, especially 
women, as quite disfigure them. 

Here it is usual to unscrew and take in pieces the 
chaises, in order to carry them on mules over the moun¬ 
tain ; and to put them together on the other side: For the 
Savoy side of the mountain is much more difficult to pass 
than the other. But Sir Charles chose not to lose time; and 
therefore left the chaise to the care of the innkeeper; pro¬ 
ceeding, with all expedition, to gain the top of the hill. 

The way we were carried, was as follows: A kind of 
horse as it is called with you, with two poles, like those of 
chairmen, was the vehicle; on which is secured a sort of 
elbow-chair, in which the traveller sits. A man before, an¬ 
other behind, carry this open machine with so much 
swiftness, that they are continuallyrunningandskipping, 
like wild goats, from rock to rock, the four miles of that 
ascent. If a traveller were not prepossessed that these 
mountaineers are the surest-footed carriers in the uni¬ 
verse, he would be in continual apprehension, of being 
overturned. I, who never undertook this journey before, 
muSt own, that I could not be so fearless, on this occasion, 
as Sir Charles was, tho’ he had very exactly described to 
me how every-thing would be. Then, tho’ the sky was 
clear when we passed this mountain, yet the cold wind 
blew quantities of frozen snow in our faces; insomuch 
that it seemed to me juSt as if people were employed, all 
the time we were passing, to wound us with the sharped 
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needles. They indeed call the wind that brings this sharp- 
pointed snow, The Tormenta. 

An adventure, which any-where else might have ap¬ 
peared ridiculous, I was afraid would have proved fatal to 
one of our chairmen, as I will call them. I had flapt down 
my hat to screen my eyes from the fury of that deluge of 
sharp-pointed frozen snow; and it was blown off my head, 
by a sudden guft, down the precipices: I gave it for loft, 
and was about to bind a handkerchief over the woollen 
cap, which those people provide to tie under the chin; 
when one of the assiftant carriers (for they are always six 
in number to every chair, in order to relieve one another), 
undertook to recover it. I thought it impossible to be 
done; the passage being, as I imagined, only practicable 
for birds: However, I promised him a crown reward, if 
he did. Never could the leaps of the moft dextrous of 
rope-dancers be compared to those of this daring fellow: 
I saw him sometimes jumping from rock to rock, some¬ 
times rolling down a declivity of snow like a ninepin, 
sometimes running, sometimes hopping, skipping; in 
short, he descended like lightning to the verge of a tor¬ 
rent, where he found the hat. He came up almoft as 
quick, and appeared as little fatigued, as if he had never 
left us. 

We arrived at the top in two hours, from Lanebourg; 
and the sun was pretty high above the horizon. Out of a 
hut, half-buried in snow, came some mountaineers, with 
two poor sledges, drawn by mules, to carry us through 
the Plain of Mount Cents , as it is called, which is about four 
Italian miles in length, to the descent of the Italian side of 
the mountain. These sledges are not much different from 
the chairs, or sedans, or horse, we then quitted; only the 
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two under-poles are flat, and not so long as the others, 
and turning up a little at the end, to hinder them from 
Clicking fall in the snow. To the fore-ends of the poles 
are fixed two round Hicks, about two feet and a half long, 
which serve for support and help to the man who guides 
the mule, who running on the snow, between the mule 
and the sledge, holds the Hicks with each hand. 

It was diverting to see the two sledgemen Hriving to 
out-run each other. Encouraged by Sir Charles’s gener¬ 
osity, we arrived at the other end of the plain in less than 
two hours: The man who walked, or rather ran, between 
the sledge and the mule, made a continual noise; halloo¬ 
ing and beating the Hubborn beaH with his fiHs, which 
otherwise would be very slow in its motion. 

At the end of this plain we found such another hut as 
that on the Lanebourg side: Here they took off the smok¬ 
ing mules from the sledges, to give them reH. 

And now began the moH extraordinary way of travel¬ 
ling that can be imagined. The descent of the mountain 
from the top of this side, to a small village called Nova- 
lesa, is four Italian miles. When the snow has filled up all 
the inequalities of the mountain, it looks, in many parts, 
as smooth and equal as a sugar-loaf. It is on the brink of 
this rapid descent that they put the sledge. The man who 
is to guide it, sits between the feet of the traveller, who is 
seated in the elbow-chair, with his legs at the outside of 
the Hicks fixed at the fore-ends of the flat-poles, and 
holds the two Hicks with his hands; and when the sledge 
has gained the declivity, its own weight carries it down 
with surprising celerity. But as the immense irregular 
rocks under the snow make now-and-then some edges in 
the declivity, which, if not avoided, would overturn the 
sledge; the guide, who foresees the danger, by putting 
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his foot strongly and dextrously in the snow next to the 
precipice, turns the machine, by help of the above-men¬ 
tioned Sticks, the contrary way, and, by way of zigzag, 
goes to the bottom. Such was the velocity of this motion, 
that we dispatched these four miles in less than five min¬ 
utes; and; when we arrived at Novalesa, hearing that the 
snow was very deep moft of the way to Susa, and being 
pleased with our way of travelling, we had some mules 
put again to the sledges, and ran all the way to the very 
gates of that city, which is seven miles distant from 
Mount Cenis. 

In our way we had a cursory view of the impregnable 
fortress of Brunetta, the greatest part of which is cut out 
of the solid rock, and commands that important pass. 

We reeled all night at Susa; and, having bought a very 
commodious poSt-chaise, we proceeded to Turin, where 
we dined; and from thence, the evening of May 2. O. S. 
got to Parma by way of Alexandria and Placentia, having 
purposely avoided the high road through Milan, as it 
would have coSt us a few hours more time. 

Sir Charles observed to me, when we were on the plain 
or flat top of Mount Cenis, that, had not the winter been 
particularly long and severe, we should have had, instead 
of this terrible appearance of snow there, flowers Parting 
up, as it were, under our feet, of various kinds, which are 
hardly to be met with anywhere else. One of the greatest 
dangers, he told me, in passing this mount in winter, 
arises from a ball of snow, which is blown down from the 
top by the wind, or falls down by some other accident; 
which, gathering all the way in its descent, becomes in¬ 
stantly of such a prodigious bigness, that there is hardly 
any avoiding being carried away with it, man and beaSt, 
and smothered in it. One of these balls we saw rolling 
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down; but as it took another course than ours, we had no 
apprehensions of danger from it. 

At Parma we found expecting us, the Bishop of No- 
cera, and a very Reverend Father, Marescotti by name; 
who expressed the utmoft joy at the arrival of Sir Charles 
Grandison, and received me, at his recommendation, 
with a politeness which seems natural to them. I will not 
repeat what I have written before of this excellent young 
gentleman: Intrepidity, bravery, discretion, as well as 
generosity, are conspicuous parts of his character. He is 
studious to avoid danger; but is unappalled in it. For 
humanity, benevolence, providence for others, to his very 
servants, I never met with his equal. 

My reception from the noble family to which he has 
introduced me; the patient’s case (a very unhappy one!); 
and a description of this noble city, and the fine country 
about it; shall be the subject of my next. Assure all my 
friends of my health, and good wishes for them; and, my 
dear Arnold, believe me to be 

Ever Tours, &c. 


LETTER XVII. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Dr. Bartlett. 

Bologna, Wednesday, May 10—21. 

I TOLD you, my dear and reverend friend, that I 
should hardly write to you till I arrived in this city. „ 
The affair of my executorship obliged me to £tay a day 
longer at Paris than I ia^pnded; but I have put every¬ 
thing relating to that ti , us>b ! &psuch a way, as to answer all 
my wishes. 
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Mr. Lowther wrote to Mr. Arnold, a friend of his in 
.London, the particulars of the extraordinary affair we 
were engaged in between St. Denis and Paris; with de¬ 
sire that he would inform my friends of our arrival at that 
capital. 

We were obliged to ftop two days at St. Jean de Mau- 
rienne: The expedition we travelled with was too much 
for Mr. Lowther; and I expected, and was not disap¬ 
pointed, from the unusual backwardness of the season, to 
find the passage over Mount Cenis less agreeable than it 
usually is in the beginning of May. 

The Bishop of Nocera had offered to meet me any¬ 
where on his side of the mountains. I wrote to him from 
Lyons, that I hoped to see him at Parma, on or about the 
very day that I was so fortunate as to reach the palace of 
the Count of Belvedere in that city; where I found, that 
he and Father Marescotti had arrived the evening before. 
They, as well as the Count, expressed great joy to see me; 
and when I presented Mr. Lowther to them, with the 
praises due to his skill, and let them know the consulta¬ 
tions I had had with eminent physicians of my own coun¬ 
try on Lady Clementina’s case, they invoked blessings 
upon us both, and would not be interrupted in them by 
my eager questions after the health and &ate of mind of 
the two deareft persons of their family—Unhappy! very 
unhappy! said the Bishop. Let us give you some refresh¬ 
ment, before we come to particulars. 

To my repeated en quiries, Jeronymo, poor Jeronymo! 
said the Bishop, is living, and that is all we can say.—The 
sight of you will be a cordial to his heart. Clementina is on 
her journey to Bologna from Naples. You desired to find 
her with us, and not at Naples. She is weak; is obliged to 
travel slowly. She will re£t at Urbino two or three days. 
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Dear creature! What has she not suffered from the cruel¬ 
ty of her cousin Laurana, as well as from her malady! The 
General has been, and is, indulgent to her. He is married 
to a Lady of great merit, quality, and fortune. He has, at 
length, consented that we shall try this la£t experiment, 
as the hearts of my mother, and now lately of my father, 
as well as mine, are in it. His Lady would not be denied 
accompanying my si&er; and as my brother could not 
bear being absent from her, he travels with them. I wish 
he had ftaid at Naples. I hope, however, he will be as 
ready, as you will find us all, to acknowlege the favour of 
this visit, and the fatigue and trouble you have given 
yourself on our account. 

As to my sixer’s bodily health, proceeded he, it is 
greatly impaired. We are almost hopeless, with regard to 
the ftate of her mind. She speaks not; she answers not 
any questions. Camilla is with her. She seems regardless 
of any body else. She has been told, that the General is 
married. His Lady makes great court to her; but she 
heeds her not. We are in hopes, that my mother, on her 
return to Bologna, will engage her attention. She never 
yet was so ill as to forget her duty, either to God, or her 
Parents. Sometimes Camilla thinks she pays some little 
attention to your name; but then she instantly starts, as 
in terror; looks round her with fear; puts her finger to 
her lips, as if she dreaded her cruel cousin Laurana should 
be told of her having heard it mentioned. 

The Bishop and Father both regretted that she had 
been denied the requested interview. They were now, 
they said, convinced, that if that had been granted, and 
she had been left to Mrs. Beaumont’s friendly care, a 
happy issue might have been hoped for: But now, said 
the Bishop—Then sighed, and was silent. 
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I dispatched Saunders, early the next morning, to 
Bologna, to procure convenient lodgings for me, and Mr. 
Lowther. 

In the afternoon we set out for that city. The Count of 
Belvedere found an opportunity to let me know his un¬ 
abated passion for Clementina, and that he had lately 
made overtures to marry her, notwithstanding her ma¬ 
lady ; having been advised, he said, by proper persons, 
that as it was not an hereditary, but an accidental dis¬ 
order, it might be, in time, cureable. He accompanied us 
about half way in ourjourney; and, at parting, Remem¬ 
ber, Chevalier, whispered he, that Clementina is the Soul 
of my hope: I cannot forego that hope. No other woman 
will I ever call mine. 

I heard him in silence: I admired him for his attach¬ 
ment : I pitied him. He said, he would tell me more of his 
mind at Bologna. 

We reached Bologna on the 15 th, N. S. Saunders had 
engaged for me the lodgings I had before. 

Our conversation on the road turned chiefly on the 
case of Signor Jeronymo. The Bishop and Father were 
highly pleased with the skill, founded on practice, which 
evidently appeared in all that Mr. Lowther said on the 
subjedf: And the Bishop once intimated, that, be the 
event what it would, his journey to Italy should be made 
the moft beneficial affair to him he had ever engaged in. 
Mr. Lowther replied, that as he was neither a necessitous 
noramean-spiritedman,andhadreasontobeentirely satis¬ 
fied with theterms I had already secured tohim; heshould 
take it unkindly, if any other reward were offered him. 

Think, my dear Dr. Bartlett, what emotions I mu& 
have on entering, once more, the gates of the Porretta 
palace, tho’ Clementina was not there. 
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I hastened up to my Jeronymo, who had been appriz¬ 
ed of my arrival. The moment he saw me, Do I once 
more, said he, behold my friend, my Grandison? Let me 
embrace the dearest of men. Now, now, have I lived long 
enough. He bowed his head upon his pillow, and medi¬ 
tated me; his countenance shining with pleasure, in de¬ 
fiance of pain. 

The Bishop entered: He could not be present at our 
firSt interview. 

My Lord, said Jeronymo, make it your care that my 
dear friend be treated, by every soul of our family, with 
the gratitude and respedt which are due to his goodness. 
Methinks I am easier and happier, this moment, than I 
have been for the tedious space of time since I la£t saw 
him. He named that space of time to the day, and to the 
very hour of the day. 

The Marquis and Marchioness signifying their plea¬ 
sure to see me, the Bishop led me to them. My reception 
from the Marquis was kind; from his Lady it was as that 
of a mother to a long-absent son. I had ever been, she was 
pleased to say, a fourth son in her eye; and now, that she 
had been informed that I had brought over with me a sur¬ 
geon of experience, and the advice in writing of eminent 
physicians of my country, the obligations I had laid on 
their whole family, whatever were the success, were un- 
returnable. 

I asked leave to introduce Mr. Lowther to them. They 
received him with great politeness, and recommended 
their Jeronymo to his be£t skill. Mr. Lowther’s honeSt 
heart was engaged, by a reception so kind. He never, he 
told me afterwards, beheld so much pleasure and pain 
struggling in the same countenance, as in that of the 
Lady; so fixed a melancholy, as in that of the Marquis. 
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Mr. Lowther is a man of spirit, tho’ a modest man. He is, 
as on every proper occasion I found, a man of piety; and 
has a heart tender as manly. Such a man, heart and hand, 
is qualified for a profession which is the moSt useful and 
certain in the art of healing. He is a man of sense and 
learning'oarof his profession, and happy in his address. 

The two surgeons who now attend Signor Jeronymo, 
are both of this country. They were sent for. With the 
approbation, and at the request, of the family, I presented 
Mr. Lowther to them; but firSt gave them his character, 
as a modest man, as a man of skill and experience; and 
told them, that he had quitted business, and wanted not 
either fame or fortune. 

They acquainted him with the case, and their methods 
of proceeding. Mr. Lowther assisted in the dressings 
that very evening. Jeronymo would have me to be pre¬ 
sent. Mr. Lowther suggested an alteration in their me¬ 
thod, but in so easy and gentle a manner, as if he doubted 
not, but such was their intention when the State of the 
wounds would admit of that method of treatment, that 
the gentlemen came readily into it. A great deal of matter 
had been collected, by means of the wrong methods pur¬ 
sued; and he proposed, if the patient’s Strength would 
bear it, to make an aperture below the principal wound, 
in order to discharge the matter downward; and he sug¬ 
gested the dressing with hollow tents and bandage, and 
to dismiss the large tents, with which they had been ac¬ 
customed to diStend the wound, to the extreme anguish 
of the patient, on pretence of keeping it open, to assiSt the 
discharge. 

Let me now give you, my dear friend, a brief history of 
my Jeronymo’s case, and of the circumstances which 
have attended it; by which you will be able to account for 
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the difficulties of it, and how it has happened, that, in 
such a space of time, either the cure was not effected, or 
that the patient yielded not to the common destiny. 

In lingering cases, patients or their friends are some¬ 
times too apt to blame their physicians, and to listen to 
new recommendations. The surgeons attending this un¬ 
happy case, had been more than once changed. Signor 
Jeronymo, it seems, was unskilfully treated by^the young 
surgeon of Cremona, who was firft engaged: He ne¬ 
glected the moft dangerous wound; and, when he attend¬ 
ed to it, managed it wrong, for want of experience. He 
was therefore very properly dismissed. 

The unhappy man had at firSt three wounds: One in 
his breast, which had been for some time healed; one in 
his shoulder, which, through his own impatience, having 
been too suddenly healed up, was obliged to be laid open 
again; the other, which is the moft dangerous, in the hip- 
joint. 

A surgeon of this place, and another of Padua, were 
next employed. The cure not advancing, a surgeon of 
eminence, from Paris, was sent for. 

Mr. Lowther tells me, that this man’s method was by 
far the moft eligible; but that he undertook too much; 
since from the firSt, there could not be any hope, from the 
nature of the wound in the hip-joint, that the patient 
could ever walk, without flicks or crutches: And of this 
opinion were the other two surgeons: But the French 
gentleman was so very pragmatical, that he would nei¬ 
ther draw with them, nor give reasons for what he did; 
regarding them only as his assistants. They could not 
long bear this usage, and gave up to him in disguft. 

How cruel is punctilio, among men of this science, in 
cases of difficulty and danger 1 
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The present operators, when the two others had given 
up, were not, but by leave of the French gentleman, call¬ 
ed in. He, valuing himself on his practice in the Royal 
Hospital of Invalids at Paris, looked upon them as The¬ 
ories only; and treated them with as little ceremony as he 
had shewn the others: So that at la£t, from their frequent 
differences, it became necessary to part with either him, 
or them. His pride, when he knew that this question was 
a subject of debate, would not allow him to leave the 
family an option. He made his demand: It was complied 
with; and he returned to Paris. 

From what this gentleman threw out at parting, to the 
disparagement of the two others, Signor Jeronymo sus¬ 
pected their skill; and from a hint of this suspicion, as 
soon as I knew I should be welcome myself, I procured 
the favour of Mr. Lowther’s attendance. 

All Mr. Lowther’s fear is, that Signor Jeronymo has 
been kept too long in hand by the different managements 
of the several operators; and that he will sink under the 
necessary process, through weakness of habit. But, how¬ 
ever, he is of opinion, that it isrequisitetoconfinehim to a 
^triCt diet, and to deny him wine and fermented liquors, 
in which he has hitherto been indulged, against the opin¬ 
ion of his own operators, who have been too complaisant 
to his appetite. 

An operation somewhat severe was performed on his 
shoulder yesterday morning. The Italian surgeons com¬ 
plimented Mr. Lowther with the lancet. They both 
praised his dexterity; and Signor Jeronymo, who will be 
consulted on every-thing that he is to suffer, blessed his 
gentle hand. 

At Mr. Lowther’s request, a physician was ye&erday 
consulted; who advised some gentle aperitives, as his 



120 The History of [Vol. 4. 

strength will bear it; and some balsamics, to sweeten the 
blood and juices. 

Mr. Lowther told me juft now, that the fault of the 
gentlemen who have now the care of him, has not been 
want of skill, but of critical courage, and a too great solici¬ 
tude to oblige their patient; which, by their own'account, 
had made them forego several opportunities which had 
offered to assift nature. In short, Sir, said he, your friend 
knows too much of his own case to be ruled, and too little 
to qualify him to direft what is to be done, especially as 
symptoms muft have been frequently changing. 

Mr. Lowther doubts not, he says, but he shall soon 
convince Jeronymo that he merits his confidence, and 
then he will exaft it from him; and, in so doing, shall not 
only give weight to his own endeavours to serve him, but 
rid the other two gentlemen of embarrasments which 
have often given them diffidences, when resolution was 
necessary. 

Mean time the Marquis, his Lady, the Bishop, and 
Father Marescotti, are delighted with Mr. Lowther. 
They will flatter themselves, they say, with hopes of their 
Jeronymo’s recovery; which however Mr. Lowther, for 
fear of disappointment, does not encourage. Jeronymo 
himself owns, that his spirits are much revived; and we 
all know the power that the mind has over the body. 

Thus have I given you, my reverend friend, a general 
notion of Jeronymo’s case, as I underftand it from Mr. 
Lowther’s as general representation of it. 

The family have prevailed upon him to accept of .an 
apartment adjoining to that of his patient. Jeronymo 
said, that when he knows he has so skilful a friend near 
him, he shall go to reft with confidence; and good reft is 
of the higheft consequence to him. 
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What a happiness, my dear Dr. Bartlett, will fall to my 
share, if I may be an humble instrument, in the hand of 
Providence, to heal this brother; and if his recovery shall 
lead the way to the restoration of his sister; each so known 
a lover of the other, that the world is more ready to attri¬ 
bute hef malady to his misfortune and danger, than to 
any other cause! But how early days are these, on which 
my love and my compassion for persons so meritorious, 
embolden me to build hopes so forward! 

Lady Clementina is now impatiently expected by every 
one. She is at Urbino. The General and his Lady are 
with her. His haughty spirit cannot bear to think she 
should see me, or that my attendance on her should be 
thought of so much importance to her. 

The Marchioness, in a conversation that I have juft 
now had with her, hinted this to me, and besought me to 
keep my temper, if his high notion of family and female 
honour should carry him out of his usual politeness. 

I will give you, my dear friend, the particulars of this 
conversation. 

She began with saying, that she did not, for her part, 
now think, that her beloved daughter, whom once she 
believed hardly any private man could deserve, was wor¬ 
thy of me, even were she to recover her reason. 

I could not but guess the meaning of so high a compli¬ 
ment. What answer could I return that would not, on one 
hand, be capable of being thought cool ; on the other, of 
being supposed interested , and as if I were looking for¬ 
ward to a reward that some of the family ftill think too 
high? But while I knew my own motives, I could not be 
displeased with a Lady who was not at liberty to aft, in 
this point, according to her own will. 

I only said (and it was with truth) That the calamity of 
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the noble Lady had endeared her to me, more than it was 
possible the moft prosperous fortune could have done. 

I, my good Chevalier, may say any-thing to you. We 
are undetermined about every-thing. We know not what 
to propose, what to consent to. Your journey, on the firft 
motion, tho’ but from some of us, the dear creafure con¬ 
tinuing ill; you in possession of a considerable estate, ex¬ 
ercising yourself in doing good in your native country 
[You muft think we took all opportunities of enquiring 
after the man once so likely to be one of us]; the fir ft for¬ 
tune in Italy, Olivia, tho’ she is not a Clementina, pursu¬ 
ing you in hopes of calling herself yours (for to England 
we hear she went, and there you own she is) What obliga¬ 
tions have you laid upon us!—What can we determine 
upon ? What can we wish ? 

Providence and you, madam, shall direft my fteps. I 
am in yours and your Lord’s power. The same uncer¬ 
tainty, from the same unhappy cause, leaves me not the 
thought , because not th & power of determination. The re¬ 
covery of Lady Clementina and her brother, without a 
view to my own intereft, fills up, at present, all the wishes 
of my heart. 

Let me ask, said the Lady (it is for my own private 
satisfaction) Were such a happy event, as to Clementina, 
to take place, could you, would you, think yourself bound 
by your former offers? 

When I made those offers, madam, the situation on 
your side was the same that it is now: Lady Clementina 
was unhappy in her mind. My fortune, it is true, is high¬ 
er: It is indeed as high as I wish it to be. I then declared, 
That if you would give me your Clementina, without in¬ 
sifting on one hard, on one indispensable article, I would 
renounce her fortune, and truft to my father’s goodness 
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to me for a provision. Shall my accession to the eftate of 
my ancestors alter me?—No! madam: I never yet made 
an offer, that I receded from, the circumstances continu¬ 
ing the same. If, in the a rticle of residence T t he Marquis, 
and you, and Clementina, would relax; I would acknow- 
lege myself indebted to your goodness; but without con¬ 
ditioning for it. 

I told you, said she, that I put this question only for my 
own private satisfaction: And I told you truth. I never 
will deceive or mislead you. Whenever I speak to you, it 
shall be as if, even in your own concerns, I spoke to a 
third person; and I shall not doubt but you will have the 
generosity to advise, as such , tho’ againSt yourself. 

May I be enabled to aft worthy of your good opinion 1 
I, madam, look upon myself as bound: You and yours 
are free. 

What a pleasure is it, my dear Dr. Bartlett, to the 
proud heart of your friend, that I could say this!—Had I 
sought, in pursuance of my own inclinations , to engage 
the affeCtions of the admirable Miss Byron, as I might 
with honour have endeavoured to do, had not the woes of 
this noble family, and the unhappy date of mind of their 
Clementina, so deeply affeCted me; I might have involv¬ 
ed myself, and that loveliest of women, in difficulties 
which would have made such a heart as mine dill more 
unhappy than it is. 

Let me know, my dear Dr. Bartlett, that Miss Byron is 
happy. I rejoice, whatever be my own destiny, that I have 
not involved her in my uncertainties. The Countess of D. 
is a worthy woman: The Earl, her son, is a good young 
man: Miss Byron merits such a mother; the Countess 
such a daughter. How dear, how important, is her wel¬ 
fare to me!—You know your Grandison, my good Dr. 
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Bartlett. Her friendship I presumed to ask: I dared not to 
wish to correspond with her. I rejoice, for her sake, that I 
trusted not my heart with such a proposal. What difficul¬ 
ties, my dear friend, have I had to encounter with!—God 
be praised, that I have nothing, with regard to these two 
incomparable women, to reproach myself with. I am per¬ 
suaded that our prudence, if rashly we throw not our¬ 
selves into difficulties, and if we will exert it, and make a 
reliance on the proper assistance, is generally propor¬ 
tioned to our trials. 

I asked the Marchioness after Lady Sforza, and her 
daughter Laurana; and whether they were at Milan? 

You have heard, no doubt, answered she, the cruel 
treatment that my poor child met with from her cousin 
Laurana. Lady Sforza justifies her in it. We are upon ex¬ 
treme bad terms, on that account. They are both at Mil¬ 
an. The General has vowed, that he never will see them 
more, if he can avoid it. The Bishop, only as a Christian, 
can forgive them. You, Chevalier, know the reason why 
we cannot allow our Clementina to take the veil. 

The particular reasons I have not, madam, been in¬ 
quisitive about; but have always understood them to be 
family ones, grounded on the dying requeSt of one of her 
grandfathers. 

Our daughter, Sir, is intitled to a considerable eState 
which joins to our own domains. It was purchased for her 
by her two grandfathers; who vied with each other in 
demonstrating their love of her by solid effects. One of 
them {my father) was, in his youth, deeply in Love with a 
young Lady of great merit; and she was thought to love 
him: But, in a fit of pious bravery , as he used to call it, 
when every-thing between themselves, and between the 
friends on both sides, was concluded on, she threw her- 
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self into a Convent; and, passing steadily through the 
probationary forms, took the veil; but afterwards repent¬ 
ed, and took pains to let it be known that she was un- 
happy. This gave him a disgust against the sequeStred 
life, tho’ he was, in other respects, a zealous Catholic. 
And Clementina having always a serious turn; in order to 
deter her from embracing it (both grandfathers being 
desirous of strengthening their house, as well in the fe¬ 
male as male line) they inserted a clause in each of their 
wills, by which they gave the eState designed for her, in 
case she took the veil, to Laurana, and her descendants; 
Laurana to enter into possession of it on the day that 
Clementina should be professed. But if Clementina mar¬ 
ried, Laurana was then to be intitled only to a handsome 
legacy, that she might not be entirely disappointed: For 
the reversion, in case Clementina had no children, was to 
go to our eldeSt son; who, however, has been always gen¬ 
erously solicitous to have his siSter marry. 

Both grandfathers were rich. Our son Giacomo, on my 
father’s death, as he had willed, entered upon a consider¬ 
able eState in the kingdom of Naples, which had for ages 
been in my family: He is therefore, and will be, greatly 
provided for. Our second son has great prospects before 
him, in the church: But you know he cannot marry. Poor 
Jeronymo! We had not, before his misfortune, any great 
hopes of Strengthening the family by his means: He, 
alas! (asyou well know, who took such laudable pains to 
reclaim him, before we knew you) with great qualities, 
imbibed free notions from bad company, and declared 
himself a despiser of marriage. This the two grandfathers 
knew, and often deplored; for Jeronymo and Clementina 
were equally their favourites. To him and the Bishop they 
bequeathed great legacies. 
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We suspedled not, till very lately, that Laurana was 
deeply in Love with the Count of Belvedere; and that her 
mother and she had views to drive our sweet child into a 
convent, that Laurana might enjoy the estate; which they 
hoped would be an inducement to the Count to marry her. 
Cruel Laurana! Cruel Lady Sforza! So much love as they 
both pretended to our child; and, I believe, had, till the 
temptation, strengthened by power, became too Strong 
for them. Unhappy the day, that we put her into their 
hands! 

Besides the eState so bequeathed to Clementina, we 
can do great things for her: Few Italian families are so 
rich as ours. Her brothers forget their own interest, when 
it comes into competition withhers: She is as generous as 
they. Our four children never knew what a contention 
was, but who should give up an advantage to the other. 
This child, this sweet child, was ever the delight of us all, 
and likewise of our brother the Conte della Porretta. 
What joy would her recovery and nuptials give us!— 
Dear creature! We have sometimes thought, that she is 
the fonder of the sequeStred life, as it is that which we 
wish her not to embrace—But can Clementina be per¬ 
verse? She cannot. Yet that was the life of her choice, 
when she had a choice, her grandfathers wishes notwith¬ 
standing. 

Will you now wonder, Chevalier, that neither our sons 
nor we can allow Clementina to take the veil? Can we so 
reward Laurana for her cruelty? Especially now, that we 
suspedt the motives for her barbarity? Could I havfe 
thought that my siSter Sforza—j6ut what will not Love 
and Avarice do, their powers united, to compass thosame 
‘gndrriRe'bne' reiprnnffT^ mother, th p 

C^ct toBaTo* the daughter?~Sla s-l-ajasf-theV'hav^:-be¬ 
tween them, broken the spirit o f my Cl ementina. The 
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very name of Laurana gives her terror —So far is she sen¬ 
sible. But, O Sir, her sensibility appears only when she is 
harshly treated! To tenderness she had been too much 
accustomed, to make her think an indulgent treatment 
new, or unusual. 

I drea'd, my dear Dr. Bartlett, yet am impatient, to see 
the unhappy Lady. I wish the General were not to accom¬ 
pany her. I am afraid I shall want temper, if he forget his. 
My own heart, when it tells me, that I have not deserved 
ill usage (from my equals and superiors in rank, especi¬ 
ally) bids me not bear it. I am ashamed to own to you, my 
reverend friend, that pride of spirit, which, knowing it to 
be my fault, I ought long ago to have subdued. 

Make my compliments to every one I love. Mr. and 
Mrs. Reeves are of the number. 

Charlotte, I hope, is happy. If she is not, it muft be her 
own fault. Let her know, that I will not allow, when my 
Love to both sifters is equal, that she shall give me cause 
to say, that Lady L. is my best sifter. 

Lady Olivia gives me uneasiness. I am ashamed, my 
dear Dr. Bartlett, that a woman of a rank so considerable, 
and who has some great qualities, should lay herself un¬ 
der obligation to the compassion of a man who can only 
pity her. When a woman gets over that delicacy, which is 
the teft or bulwark, as I may say, of modefty—modefty 
itself may soon lie at the mercy of an enemy. 

Tell my Emily, that she is never out of my mind; and 
that, among the other excellent examples she has before 
her, Miss Byron’s muft never be out of hers. 

Lord L. and Lord G. are in full possession of my bro¬ 
therly love. 

I shall not at present write to my Beauchamp. In writ¬ 
ing to you, I write to him. 

You know all my heart. If in this, or my future Letters, 
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any-thing should fall from my pen, that would possibly 
in your opinion affeft or give uneasiness to any one I love 
and honour, were it to be communicated; I depend upon 
your known and unquestionable discretion to keep it to 
yourself. 

I shall be glad you will enable yourself to inform me of 
the way Sir Hargrave and his friends are in. They were 
very ill at Paris; and, it was thought, too weak, and too 
much bruised, to be soon carried over to England. Men! 
Englishmen! thus to disgrace themselves, and their coun¬ 
try !—I am concerned for them! 

I expert large pacquets by the next mails from my 
friends. England, which was always dear to me, never 
was half so dear as now , to 

Tour ever-affeftionate 

GRANDISON. 


LETTER XVIII. 

Sir Charles Grandison. In Continuation. 

Bologna, May 11—22. 

T H E Bishop set out yefterday for Urbino, in order to 
inform himself of his sifter’s ftate of health, and per¬ 
haps to qualify the General to meet me with temper and 
politeness. Were I sure the good Prelate thought this 
necessary, my pride would be excited. 

The Count of Belvedere arrived here yefterday. He 
made it his firft business to see me. He acquainted me, 
but in confidence, that proposals of marriage with Lady 
Laurana had actually been made him: To which he had 
returned answer, that his heart, however hopelesly, was 
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engaged; and that he never could think of any other wo¬ 
man than Lady Clementina. 

He made no scruple, he said, of returning so short an 
answer, because he had been apprised of the cruelty with 
which one of the nobleSt young women in Italy had been 
treated, by the proposers; and with their motives for it. 

You see, Chevalier, said he, that I am open and unre¬ 
served to you. You will oblige me, if you will let me know 
what it is you propose to your-self in the present situation? 
—But, firSt, I should be glad to hear from your own 
mouth, what passed between you and Clementina, and 
the family, before you quitted Italy the la£t time. I have 
had their account. 

I gave him a very faithful relation of it. He was pleased 
with it. Exaftly as it has been represented to me! said he. 
Were Clementina and you of one religion, there could 
have been no hope for any other man. I adore her for her 
piety, and for her attachment to hers ; and am not so nar¬ 
row-minded a man, but I can admire you for yours. As her 
malady is accidental, I never would think of any other 
woman, could I flatter myself that she would not, if re¬ 
stored, be unhappy with me.—But now tell me; I am 
earnest to know; Are you come over to us (I know you are 
invited) with an expeftation to call her yours, in case of 
her recovery? 

I answered him as I had done the Marchioness. 

He seemed as much pleased with me as I am with him. 
He is gone back to Parma. 

Friday , May 12—23. 

The Bishop is returned. Lady Clementina has been 
very ill: A fever. How has she been hurried about! He 
tells me, that the General and his Lady, and also the 

k 
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Conte della Porretta, acknowlege themselves and their 
whole family obliged to me for the trouble I have been at 
to serve their Jeronymo. 

The fever having left Lady Clementina, she will set out 
in a day or two. The Count and Signor SebaStiano, as well 
as the General and his Lady, will attend her. I afti impa¬ 
tient to see her. Yet how greatly will the sight of her 
afflidt me! The Bishop says, she is the pidhire of silent 
woe: Yet, tho’ greatly emaciated, looks herself ', were his 
words. They told her, that Jeronymo was better than he 
had been. Your dear Jeronymo, said the General to her. 
The sweet echo repeated—Jeronymo—and was again 
silent. 

They afterwards proposed to name me to her. They 
did. She looked quick about her, as if for Somebody. 
Laura, her maid, was occasionally called upon. She start¬ 
ed, and threw her arms about Camilla, as terrified; look¬ 
ing wildly. Camilla doubts not, but by the name Laura, 
she apprehended the savage Laurana to be at hand. 

How muS she have suffered from her barbarity!— 
Sweet Innocent! She, who even in her resveries thought 
not but of good to the Soul of the man whom she honour¬ 
ed with her regard—She, who bore offence without 
resentment; and by meekness only sought to calm the 
violence for which she had not given the leaft cause! 

But when Camilla and she had retired, she spoke to 
her. The Bishop gave me the following dialogue between 
them, as he had it from Camilla: 

Did they not name to me the Chevalier Grandisou? 
said she. 

They did, madam. 

See! see 1 said she, before I name him again, if my cruel 
cousin hearken not at the door. 
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Your cruel cousin, madam, is at many miles distance. 

She may hear what I say, for all that. 

My dear Lady Clementina, she cannot hear. She shall 
never more come near you. 

So you say. 

Did lever deceive you, madam? 

I can’t remember: My memory is gone; quite gone, 
Camilla. 

She then looked earnestly at Camilla, and screamed. 

What ails you, my dearest young Lady? 

Recovering herself—Ah, my own Camilla! It is you. I 
thought, by the ca£t of your eye, you were become Laur- 
ana.—Do not, do not, give me such another look! 

Camilla was not sensible of any particularity in her 
looks. 

Here you have me again upon a journey, Camilla: But 
how do I know that I am not be to carried to my cruel 
cousin? 

You are really going to your father’s palace at Bologna, 
madam. 

Is my mother there? 

She is. 

Who else? 

The Chevalier, madam. 

What Chevalier? 

Grandison. 

Impossible! Is he not in proud England? 

He is come over, madam. 

What for? 

With a skilful English surgeon, in hopes to cure Sig¬ 
nor Jeronymo— 

Poor Jeronymol 

And to pay his compliments to you^ madam. 

k2 
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Flatterer 1 Howmany hundred timeshave Ibeen told so? 

Should you wish to see him madam ? 

See whom? 

The Chevalier Grandison. 

Once I should; and sighed. 

And not now, madam ? 

No: I have loff all I had to say to him. Yet I wish I were 
allowed to go to that England. We poor women are not 
suffered to go any-whither; while men— 

There she ftopt; and Camilla could not make her say 
anymore. 

The Bishop was fond of repeating these particulars; as 
she had not, for some time, talked so much, and so sen¬ 
sibly. 

Friday Evening. 

I pass more than half my time with Signor Jeronymo; 
but (that I may not fatigue his spirits) at different hours 
of the day. The Italian surgeons and Mr. Lowther hap¬ 
pily agree in all their measures: They applaud him when 
his back is turned; and he speaks well of them in their ab¬ 
sence. This mutual return of good offices, which they 
hear of, unites them. The patient declares, that he had 
not for months been so easy as now. Every-body attri¬ 
butes a great deal to his heart’s being revived by my fre¬ 
quent visits. To-morrow it is proposed to make an open¬ 
ing below the moft difficult wound. Mr. Lowther says, 
he will not flatter us, till he sees the success of this opera¬ 
tion. 

The Marquis and his Lady are inexpressibly obliging 
to me. I had ye&erday a visit from both, on an indisposi¬ 
tion that confined me to my chamber; occasioned, I be¬ 
lieve, by a hurry of spirits; by fatigue, by my apprehen- 
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sions for Jeronymo; my concern for Clementina; and by 
my too great anxiety for the dear friends I had so lately 
left in England. 

You know, Dr. Bartlett, that I have a heart too suscep¬ 
tible for my own peace, tho’ I endeavour to conceal from 
others those painful sensibilities, which they cannot re¬ 
lieve. The poor Olivia was ever to be my disturbance. 
Miss Byron muSt be happy in the rectitude of her own 
heart. I am ready to think, that she will not be able to re¬ 
sist the warm instances of the Countess of D. in favour of 
her son, who is certainly one of the beSt young men 
among the nobility. She will be the happieSt woman in 
the world, as she is one of the moSt deserving, if she be as 
happy as I wish her. 

Emily takes up a large portion of my thoughts. 

Our Beauchamp I know muSt be happy: So muSt my 
Lord W.; my SiSters; and their Lords.—Why then shall 
I not think myself so? God reStore Jeronymo, and his 
SiSter, and I muSt, I will ; for you, my dear Dr. Bartlett, 
are so: And then I will subscribe myself a partaker of the 
happiness of all my friends; and particularly 

Tour ever-ajfedionate 

GRANDISON. 


LETTER XIX. 

Sir Charles Grandison. In Continuation. 

Bologna , Monday , May 15—26. 

1 A S T night arrived Lady Clementina, the General, his 
-/Lady, the Count, and Signor SebaStiano. 

I had left Jeronymo about an hour. He had had in the 
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morning the intended opening made by Mr. Lowther. 
He would have me present. 

The operation was happily performed: But, thro’ 
weakness of body, he was several times in the day troubl¬ 
ed with faintings. 

I left him tolerably chearful in the evening; and re¬ 
joicing in expectation of his sifter’s arrival; and, as the 
Bishop had assured him of the General’s grateful dispo¬ 
sition, he longed, he said, to see that affectionate brother 
and his Lady once more. He had never but once seen her 
before, and then was so ill, that he could hardly compli¬ 
ment her on the honour she had done their family. 

The Bishop sent to tell me that his Sifter was arrived; 
but that, being fatigued and unhappy, Camilla should 
acquaint me in the morning with the way in which she 
should then be. 

I slept not half an hour the whole night. You, my dear 
friend, will easily account for my reftlesness. 

I sent, as usual, early in the morning, to know how 
Jeronymo refted. The answer was favourable; returned 
by Mr. Lowther, who sat up with him that night, at his 
own motion: He knew not but something critical might 
happen. 

Camilla came. The good woman was so full of her own 
joytoseeme once more in Italy, that I could not presently 
getra word from her, of what my heart throbbed with im¬ 
patience to know. 

At laft, You will, said she, have the General and the 
Bishop with you. Ah, Sir! my poor young Lady! What 
has she suffered since you left us 1 You will not know her. 
We are not sure she will know you. Who shall be able to 
bear the firft interview? She has now but few intervals. It 
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is all one gloomy confusion with her. She cares not to 
speak to any-body. Every stranger she sees, terrifies her. 
O the vile, thrice vile Lady Laurana!— 

In this manner ran on Camilla: Nor would she enter 
into any other particulars than the unhappy ones she left 
me to colleft from the broken hints and exclamations thus 
thrown out. Alas! thought I, the calamities of Clemen¬ 
tina have affefted the head of the poor Camilla! She hur¬ 
ried away, left she should be wanted, and left the General 
should find her with me. 

The two brothers came soon after. The General took 
my hand, with a kind of forced politeness: We are all ob¬ 
liged to you, Sir, said he, for your Mr. Lowther. Are the 
surgeons of England so famous? But the people of your 
nation have been accuftomed to give wounds: They should 
therefore furnish operators to heal them. We are obliged 
to you also, for the trouble you have given yourself in 
coming over to us in person. Jeronymo has found a revi¬ 
val of spirits upon it: God grant they may not subside! 
But, alas! our sifter!—Poor Clementina !—She is loft! 

Would to God, said the Bishop, we had left her to the 
care of Mrs. Beaumont. 

The General himself, having taken her from Florence, 
would not join in this wish. There was a middle course, 
he said, that ought to have been taken. But Laurana is a 
daughter of the devil, said he; and Lady Sforza ought to 
be detefted for upholding her. 

The General expressed himself with coldness on my 
coming over; but said, that now I was on the spot, and as 
his sifter had been formerly desirous of seeing me, an in¬ 
terview might be permitted, in order to satisfy those of 
the family who had given me the invitation, which it was 
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very good of me to accept; especially as I had Lady 
Olivia in England attending my motions: But otherwise, 
he had no opinion—There he £topt. 

I looked upon him with indignation, mingled with 
contempt: And directing myself to the Bishop, You re¬ 
member, my Lord, said I, the £tory of Naamari the Sy¬ 
rian^). 

What is that, my Lord? said he to the Bishop. 

Far be it from me, continued I, £till directing myself to 
the Bishop, to presume upon my own consequence in the 
application of the £tory: But your Lordship will judge 
how far the comparison will hold. Would to God it might 
throughout! 

A happy allusion, said the Bishop. I say, Amen. 

I know not who this Naaman is, said the General, nor 
what is meant by your allusion, Chevalier: But by your 
looks I should imagine, that you mean me contempt. 

My looks, my Lord, generally indicate my heart. You 
may make light of my intention; and so will I of the 
trouble I have been at, if your Lordship make not light of 
me. But were I, my Lord, in your own palace at Naples, I 
would tell you, that you seem not to know, in my case, 
what graciousness is. Yet I ask not for favour from you, 
but as much for your own sake, as mine. 

Dear Grandison, said the Bishop—My Lord, to his 
brother—Did you not promise me—Why did you men¬ 
tion Olivia to the Chevalier? 

Does that disturb you, Sir? said the General to me. I 
cannot make light of a man of your consequence; especi¬ 
ally with Ladies, Sir—in a scornful manner. 

The General, you see, my Lord, said I, turning to the 
Bishop, has an insuperable ill-will to me. I found, when I 

(a) 2 Kings v. 
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attended him at Naples, that he had harboured surmises 
that were as injurious to his siffer, as to me. I was in hopes 
that I had obviated them; but a rooted malevolence will 
recur. However, satisfied as I am with my own innocence, 
he shall, for many sakes, find it very difficult to provoke 
me. 

For my own sake, among the re£t, Chevalier? with an 
air of drollery. 

You are at liberty, returned I, to make your own con¬ 
structions. Allow me, my Lords, to attend you to Signor 
Jeronymo. 

Not till you are cordial friends, said the Bishop—Bro¬ 
ther, give me your hand, offering to take it—Chevalier, 
yours— 

Dispose of mine as you please, my Lord, said I, hold¬ 
ing it out. 

He took it, and the General’s at the same time, and 
would have joined them. 

Come, my Lord, said I, to the General, and snatched 
his reluCtant hand, accept of a friendly offer, from a heart 
as friendly. Let me honour you, from my own knowlege , 
for those great qualities which the world gives you. I de¬ 
mand your favour, from a consciousness that I deserve it; 
and that I could not, were I to submit to be treated with 
indignity by any man. I should be sorry to look little in 
your eyes; but I will not in my own. 

Who can bear the superiority this man assumes, bro¬ 
ther? 

You oblige me, my Lord, to assert myself. 

The Chevalier speaks nobly, my Lord. His character 
is well known. Let me lead you both friends to our Jeron¬ 
ymo. But say, brother—say, Chevalier, that you are so. 

I cannot bear, said the General, that the Chevalier 
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Grandison should imagine himself of so much conse¬ 
quence to my Sifter, as some of you seem to think him. 

You know me not, my Lord. I have at present no wish 
but for the recovery of your sifter, and Signor Jeronymo. 
Were I able to be of service to them, that service would be 
my reward. But, my Lord, if it will make you feasy, and 
induce you to treat me, as my own heart tells me I ought 
to be treated; I will give you my honour, and let me say, 
that it never yet was forfeited, that whatever turn your 
sifter’s malady may take, I will not accept of the higheft 
favour that can be done me, but with the joint consent of 
the three brothers, as well as of your father and mother. 
Permit me to add, that I will not enter into any family 
that shall think meanly of me; nor subject the woman I 
love to the contempt of her own relations. 

This indeed is nobly said, replied the General. Give 
me your hand upon it, and I am your friend for ever. 

Proud man! He could not bear to think, that a simple 
English gentleman, as he looks upon me to be, should 
ally with their family; improbable as it is, in his own 
opinion, that the unhappy Lady should ever recover her 
reason: But he greatly loves the Count of Belvedere; and 
all the family was fond of an alliance with that deserving 
nobleman. 

The Bishop rejoiced to find us at laft in a better way of 
underftanding each other, than we had hitherto been in; 
and it was easier for me to allow for this haughty man, as 
Mrs. Beaumont had let me know what the behaviour was 
that I had to expeft from him: And indeed, his father, 
mother, and two brothers, were very apprehensive of it: 
It will therefore be a pleasure to them, that I have so 
easily overcome his prejudices. 

They both advised me to suspend my visit to their 
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brother till the afternoon, that they might have the more 
time to consult with one another, and to prepare and dis¬ 
pose their sifter to see me. 

At taking leave, the General snatched my hand, and, 
with an air of pleasantry, said, I have a wife, Grandison. I 
wished him joy. You need not, said he; for I have it: One 
of the beSt of women. She longs to see you. I think I need 
not be apprehensive, because she is generous, and / ever 
muff be grateful: But take care, take care, Grandison! I 
shall watch every turn of your eye. Admire her, if you 
will: You will not be able to help it. But I am glad she saw 
you not before she was mine. 

I rejoice, said the Bishop, that a meeting, which, not¬ 
withstanding your promises, brother, gave me apprehen¬ 
sions as we came, is followed by so pleasant a parting: 
Henceforth we are four Brothers again. 

Ay, and remember, Chevalier, that my Sitter has also 
jour Brothers. 

May the number four not be lessened by the death of 
my Jeronymo; and may Clementina be restored; and 
Providence dispose as it pleases of me! I am now going to 
the palace of Porretta; with what agitations of mind, you, 
Dr. Bartlett, can better imagine, than I describe. 


LETTER XX. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Dr. Bartlett. 

Bologna , Monday Night, May 15-26. 

AM juSl: returned. You will expeft me to be particu¬ 
lar. 

I went the earlier in the afternoon, that I might pass 
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half an hour with my Jeronymo. He complains of the 
aperture so lately made: But Mr. Lowther gives us hopes 
from it. 

When we were alone, They will not let me see my 
siller, said he; I am sure she muft be very bad. But I un¬ 
derhand, that you are to be allowed that favour, by-and- 
by. O my Grandison 1 how I pity that tender, that gener¬ 
ous heart of yours!—But what have you done to the 
General? He assures me, that he admires and loves you; 
and the Bishop has been congratulating me upon it. He 
knew it would give me pleasure. My dear Grandison, you 
subdue every-body; yet in your own way; for they both 
admire your spirit. 

Juft then came in the General. He saluted me in so 
kind a manner, that Jeronymo’s eyes overflowed; and he 
said, Blessed be God, that I have lived to see you two, 
deareft of men to me, so friendly together. 

This sweet girl! said the General:—How, Grandison, 
will you bear to see her? 

The Bishop entered: O Chevalier 1 my siller is insen¬ 
sible to every-thing, and every-body. Camilla is nobody 
with her to-day. 

They had forgot Jeronymo, tho’ in his chamber; and 
their attention being taken by his audible sensibilities, 
they comforted him; and withdrew withme into Mr. Low- 
ther’s apartment; while Mr. Lowther went to his patient. 

The Marchioness joined us in tears. This dear child 
knows me not; heeds me not: She never was unmindful 
of her mother before. I have talked to her of the Chevalier 
Grandison: She regards not your name. O this affefting 
silence 1 —Camilla has told her, that she is to see you. My 
daughter-in-law has told her so. O Chevalier 1 she has 
quite, quite loft her underftanding. Nay, we were bar- 
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barous enough to try the name of Laurana. She was not 
terrified, as she used to be, with that. 

Camilla came in with a face of joy: Lady Clementina 
has juft spoken! I told her, she muft prepare to see the 
Chevalier Grandison in all his glory, and that every-body, 
the General in particular, admired him. Go, naughty 
Camilla, said she, tapping my hand; you are a wicked de¬ 
ceiver. I have been told this ftory too often, to credit it. 
This was all I could get her to say. 

Hence it was concluded, that she would take some no¬ 
tice of me when she saw me; and I was led by the General, 
followed by the reft, into the Marchioness’s drawing¬ 
room. 

Father Marescotti had given me an advantageous char- 
after of the General’s Lady, whom I had not yet seen. 
The Bishop had told me, that she was such another excel¬ 
lent woman as his mother, and, like her, had the Italian 
reserve softened by a polite French education. The Mar¬ 
quis, the Count, Father Marescotti, and this really fine 
Lady, were in the drawing-room. The General presented 
me to her. I do not, madam, bid you admire the Chevalier 
Grandison: But I forgive you if you do; because you will 
not be able to do otherwise. 

My Lord, said she, you told me an hour ago, that I 
muft: And now, that I see the Chevalier, you will have no 
cause to reproach me with disobedience. 

I bowed on her hand. Father Marescotti, madam, said 
I, bid me expeft from the Lady of the young Marchese 
della Porretta every-thing that was condescending and 
good. Your compassionate Love for an unhappy new sis¬ 
ter, who deserves every-one’s Love, exalts your charafter. 

Father Marescotti came in. We took our places. It was 
designed, I found, to try to revive the young Lady’s at- 



142 The History of [Vol. 4. 

tention, by introducing her in full assembly; I one of it. 
But I could not forbear asking the Marchioness, If Lady 
Clementina would not be too much startled at so much 
company? 

I wish, said the Marquis, sighing, that she may be 
startled. 

We meet, as only on a conversation-visit, said the 
Marchioness. We have tried every other way to awaken 
her attention. 

We are all near relations, said the Bishop— 

And want to make our observations, said the General. 

She has been bid to expeft you among us, resumed the 
Marchioness. We shall only be attended by Laura and 
Camilla. 

Juft then entered the sweet Lady, leaning upon Cam¬ 
illa, Laura attending. Her movement was slow and sol¬ 
emn. Her eyes were caft on the ground. Her robes were 
black and flowing. A veil of black gause half covered her 
face. What woe was there in it! 

What, at that moment, was my emotion! I arose from 
my seat, sat down, and arose again, irresolute, not know¬ 
ing what I did, or what to do! 

She ftopt in the middle of the floor, and made some 
motion, in silence, to Camilla, who adjufted her veil: But 
she looked not before her; lifted not up her eyes; observ¬ 
ed no-body. 

On her ftopping, I was advancing towards her; but the 
General took my hand: Sit ftill, sit ftill, dear Grandison, 
said he: Yet I am charmed with your sensibility. She 
comes! She moves towards us 1 

She approached the table round which we sat, her eyes 
more than half closed, and caft down. She turned to go 
towards the window. Here, here, madam, said Camilla, 
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leading her to an elbow-chair that had been placed for 
her, between the two Marchionesses. She implicitly took 
her woman’s directions, and sat down. Her mother wept. 
The young Marchioness wept. Her father sobbed; and 
looked from her. Her mother took her hand: My Love, 
said she, Took around you. 

Pray, Sifter, said the Count, her uncle, leave her to her 
own observation. 

She was regardless of what either said; her eyes were 
caft down, and half closed. Camilla ftood at the back of 
her chair. 

The General, grieved and impatient, arose, and ftep- 
ping to her, My dcareft sifter, said he, hanging over her 
shoulder, look upon us all. Do not scorn us, do not despise 
us: See your father, your mother, your sifter and every¬ 
body, in tears. If you love us, smile upon us. He took the 
hand which her mother had quitted, to attend to her own 
emotions. 

She reared up her eyes to him, and, sweetly condes¬ 
cending, tried to smile; but such a solemnity had taken 
possession of her features, that she only could shew her 
obligingness, by the effort. Her smile was a smile of woe. 
And, ftill further to shew her compliance, withdrawing 
her hand from her brother, she looked on either side of 
her; and seeing which was her mother, she, with both 
hands, took hers, and bowed her head upon it. 

The Marquis arose from his seat, his handkerchief at 
his eyes. Sweet creature! said he, never, never let me 
again see such a smile as that. It is here , putting his hand 
to his breaft. 

Camilla offered her a glass of limonade; she accepted it 
not, nor held up her head for a few moments. 

Obliging sifter! you do not scorn us, said the General. 
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See, Father Marescotti is in tears [The reverend man sat 
next me]: Pity his grey hairs! See, your own father too— 
Comfort your father. His grief for your silence— 

She ca& her eyes that way. She saw me. Saw me greatly 
affected. She started. She looked again; again started; 
and, quitting her mother’s hand, now changing pale, 
now reddening, she arose, and threw her arms about her 
Camilla—O Camilla! was all she said; a violent bur& of 
tears wounding, yet giving some ease to every heart. I 
was springing to her, and should have elapsed her in my 
arms before them all; but the General taking my hand, as 
I reached her chair, Dear Grandison, said he, pronounc¬ 
ing in her ear my name, keep your seat. If Clementina re¬ 
members her English tutor, she will bid you welcome 
once more to Bologna.—O Camilla, said she, faithful, 
good Camilla! Now, at la£t, have you told me truth! It is, 
it is he!—And her tears would flow, as she hid her face in 
Camilla’s bosom. 

The General’s native pride again shewed itself. He 
took me aside. I see, Grandison, the consequence you are 
of to this unhappy girl: Every one sees it. But I depend 
upon your honour: You remember what you said this 
morning— 

Good God! said I, with some emotion: I &opt—And 
resuming, with pride equal to his own, Know, Sir, that 
the man whom you thus remind, calls himself a man of 
honour; and you, as well as the re& of the world, shall find 
him so. 

He seemed a little abashed. I was flinging from hint, 
not too angrily for him , but for the re£t of the company, 
had they not been attentive to the motions of their Clem¬ 
entina. 

We, however, took the Bishop’s eye. He came to us. 
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I left the General; and the Bishop led him out, in order 
to enquire into the occasion of my warmth. 

When I turned to the company, I found the dear 
Clementina, supported by the two Marchionesses, and 
attended by Camilla, juft by me, passing towards the 
door, in Order, it seems, at her motion, to withdraw. She 
ftopt. Ah, Chevalier! said she; and reclining her head on 
her mother’s bosom, seemed ready to faint. I took one 
hand, as it hung down lifelessly extended (her mother 
held the other); and, kneeling, pressed it with my lips— 
Forgive me, Ladies; forgive me, Lady Clementina!— 
My soul overflowed with tenderness, tho’ the moment 
before it was in a tumult of another kind; for she caft 
down her eyes upon me with a benignity, that for a long 
time they all afterwards owned they had not beheld. I 
could not say more. I arose. She moved on to the door; 
and when there, turned her head, Straining her neck to 
look after me, till she was out of the room. I was a ftatue 
for a few moments; till the Count, snatching my hand, 
and Father Marescotti’s, who Stood nearest him, We see 
to what the malady is owing—Father, you muft join their 
hands!—Chevalier! you will be a Catholic!—Will you 
not?—O that you would! said the Father—Why, why, 
joined in the Count, did we refuse the so-earneStly re¬ 
quested interview, a year and half ago? 

The young Marchioness returned, weeping—They 
will not permit me to Stay. My siSter, my dear siSter, is in 
fits!—O Sir, turning graciously to me, you are —I will 
not say whatyoM are—But I shall not be in danger of dis¬ 
obeying my Lord, on your account. 

Juft then entered the General, led in by the Bishop. 
Now, brother, said the latter, if you will not be generous, 
be, however, juft—Chevalier, Were you not a little hafty ? 

1 
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I was , my Lord. But surely the General was unseason¬ 
able. 

Perhaps I was. 

There is as great a triumph, My Lord, said I, in a due 
acknowlegement, as in a viftory. Know me, my Lords, as 
a man incapable of meanness; who will assert'himself; 
but who, from the knowlege he has of his own heart, 
wishes at his soul to be received as the unquestionably 
disinterested friend of this whole family. Excuse me, my 
Lords, I am obliged to talk greatly, because I would not 
wish to aft petulantly. But my soul is wounded by those 
distresses, which had not, I am sorry to say it, a little 
while ago, a firSt place in your heart. 

Do you reproach me, Grandison? 

I need not, my Lord, if you feel it as such. But indeed 
you either know not me, or forget yourself. And now, 
having spoken all my mind, I am ready to ask your par¬ 
don for any-thing that may have offended you in the 
manner. I snatched his hand so suddenly, I hope not 
rudely, but rather fervently, that he Started—Receive 
me, my Lord, as a friend. I will deserve your friendship. 

Tell me, brother, said he to the Bishop, what I shall 
say to this Strange man ? Shall I be angry or pleased? 

Be pleased, my Lord, replied the Prelate. 

The General embraced me—Well, Grandison, you 
have overcome. I was unseasonable. You were passion¬ 
ate. Let us forgive each other. 

His Lady Stood suspended, not being able to guess at 
the occasion of this behaviour, and renewed friendship. 
The Count was equally surprised. Father Marescotti 
seemed also at a loss. The Marquis had withdrawn. 

We sat down, and reasoned variously on what had 
passed, with regard to the unhappy Lady, according to 
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the hopes and fears which actuated the bosoms of each. 
But I cannot help thinking, that had this interview been 
allowed to pass with less surprize to her, she might have 
been spared those fits, with the affedting description of 
which the young Marchioness alarmed us, till Camilla 
came in'with the happy news, that she was recovering 
from them; and that her mother was promising her an¬ 
other visit from me, in hopes it would oblige her; tho’ it 
was not what she required. 

I took this opportunity to put into the hands of the 
young Marchioness, sealed up, the opinions of the phy¬ 
sicians I had consulted in England, on the case of Clem¬ 
entina ; requeuing that she would give it to her mother, 
in order to have it considered. 

The Bishop withdrew, to acquaint Jeronymo, in the 
way he thought beSt, with what had passed in this firSt in¬ 
terview with his siSter; resolving not to take any notice of 
the little sally of warmth between the General and me. 

I hope to make the pride and passion of this young 
nobleman of use to myself, by way of caution For am I 
not naturally too much inclined to the same fault? O Dr. 
Bartlett! how have I regretted the passion I suffered my¬ 
self to be betrayed into, by the foolish violence of O-Hara 
and Salmonet, in my own house, when it would have bet¬ 
ter become me, to have had them shewed out of it by my 
servants! 

And yet, were I to receive affronts with tameness from 
those haughty spirits, who think themselves of a rank 
superior to me, and from men of the sword, I, who make 
it a principle not to draw mine but in my own defence, 
should be subjected to insults, that would be continually 
involving me in the difficulties I am solicitous to avoid. 

I attended the General and his Lady to Jeronymo. The 

h 
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generous youth forgot his own weak ftate, in the hopes 
he flatter’d himself with, of a happy result to his sifter’s 
malady, from the change of symptoms which had already 
taken place; tho’ violent hyfterics disordered and shook 
her before-wounded frame. 

The General said, that if she could overcome this firft 
shock, perhaps it was the beft method that could have 
been taken to rouse her out of that ftupidity and inatten¬ 
tion which had been for some weeks so difturbing to them 
all. 

There were no hopes of seeing the unhappy Lady 
again that evening. The General would have accompan¬ 
ied me to the Casino (a ); saying, that we might both be 
diverted by an hour passed there: But I excused myself. 
My heart was full of anxiety, for the welfare of a brother 
and sifter, both so much endeared to me by their calam¬ 
ities : And I retired to my lodgings. 


LETTER XXI. 

<SVr Charles Grandison, To Dr. Bartlett. 

Bologna, Tuesday, May, 16—27. 

I H AD a very reftless night; and found myself so much 
indisposed in the morning, with a feverish disorder, 
that I thought of contenting myself with sending to know 
how the brother and sifter refted, and of ftaying withip, 


(a) The Casino at Bologna is a fine apartment illuminated every night, 
for the entertainment of the gentlemen and ladies of the city, and whom¬ 
ever they please to introduce. There are card-tables ; and waiters attend 
with chocolate, coffee, ice. The whole expence is defray'd by twelve men 
of the firft quality, each in turn taking his month. 
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at lea£t till the afternoon, to give my hurried spirits some 
little repose: But my messenger returned with a request 
from the Marchioness, to see me presently. 

I obeyed. Clementina had asked, Whether she had 
really seen me, or had only dreamed so. They took had 
for a favourable indication; and therefore sent the above 
request. 

I met the General in Jeronymo’s apartment. He took 
notice that I was not very well. Mr. Lowther proposed to 
bleed me. I consented. I afterwards saw my friend’s 
wounds dressed. The three surgeons pronounced appear¬ 
ances not to be unfavourable. 

We all then retired into Mr. Lowther’s apartment. 
The Bishop introduced to us two of the faculty. The pre¬ 
scriptions of the English physicians were considered; 
and some of the methods approved, and agreed to be pur¬ 
sued. 

Clementina, when I came, was retired to her own 
apartment with Camilla. Her terrors on Laurana’s cruel¬ 
ty had again got possession of her imagination; and they 
thought it not adviseable that I should be admitted into 
her presence, till the hurries she was in, on that account, 
had subsided. 

But by this time, being a little more composed, her 
mother led her into her dressing-room. The General, and 
his Lady, were both present; and, by their desire, I was 
asked to walk in. 

Clementina, when I entered, was sitting close to Cam¬ 
illa; her head leaning on her bosom, silent, and, seeming¬ 
ly, thoughtful. I bowed to her, to the two Marchionesses, to 
the General. She raised her head, and looked towards me; 
and, clasping her arms about Camilla’s neck, hid her face 
in her bosom for a few moments; then, looking as bashful 
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towards me, she loosed her hands, Stood up, and looked 
Readily at me, and at Camilla, by turns, several times, as 
irresolute. At laSt, quitting Camilla, she moved towards 
me with a stealing pace; but when near me, turning short, 
hurried to her mother; and putting one arm about her 
neck, the other held up, she looked at me, as if she were 
doubtful whom she saw. She seemed to whisper to her 
mother, but not to be understood. She went then by her 
siSter-in-law, who took her hand as she passed her, with 
both hers, and kissed it; and coming to the General, who 
sat Still nearer me, and who had desired me to attend to 
her motions, she Stood by him, and looked at me with a 
sweet irresolution. 

As she had Stolen such advances towards me, I could 
no longer restrain myself. I arose, and, taking her hand, 
Behold the man, said I, with a bent knee, whom once you 
honoured with the name of tutor, your English tutor!— 
Know you not the grateful Grandison, whom all your 
family have honoured with their regard? 

O yes!—Yes,—I think I do.—They rejoiced to hear 
her speak.—But where have you been all this time? 

In England, madam—But returned, lately returned, 
to visit you, and your Jeronymo. 

Jeronymo! one hand held up; the other not withdrawn. 
Poor Jeronymo! 

God be praised! said the General: Some faint hopes. 
The two Marchionesses wept for joy. 

Your Jeronymo, madam, and my Jeronymo, is, we 
hope, in a happy way. Do you love J eronymo ? * 

Do I!—But what of Jeronymo? I don’t understand 
you. 

Jeronymo, now you are well, will be happy. 

Am I well? Ah, Sir 1 —But save me, save me, Cheva- 
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Her!—faintly screaming, and looking about her, with a 
countenance of woe and terror. 

I will save you, madam. The General will also protect 
you. Of whom are you afraid? 

O the cruel, cruel Laurana!—She withdrew her hand 
in a hurty, and lifted up the sleeve of the other arm—You 
shall see—O I have been cruelly used—Butjyoa will pro¬ 
tect me. Forbearing to shew her arm, as she seemed to in¬ 
tend. 

Laurana shall never more come near you. 

But don’t hurt her!—Come, sit down by me, and I will 
tell you all I have suffered. 

She hurried to her former seat; and sat down by her 
weeping Camilla. I followed her. She motioned to me to 
sit down by her. 

Why, you muff know, Chevalier—She paused—Ah, 
my head! putting her hand to it—Well, but, now you 
muff leave me. Something is wrong—Leave me—I don’t 
know myself— 

Then looking with a face of averted terror at me—You 
are not the same man I talked to just now!—Who are 
you, Sir?—She again faintly shrieked, and threw her 
arms about Camilla’s neck, once more hiding her face in 
her bosom. 

I could not bear this. Not very well before, it was too 
much for me. I withdrew. 

Don’t withdraw, Chevalier, said the General, drying 
his eyes. 

I withdrew, however, to Mr. Lowther’s chamber. He 
not being there, I shut the door upon myself—So op¬ 
pressed ! my dear Dr. Bartlett, I was greatly oppressed. 

Recovering myself in a few moments, I went to Jero- 
nymo. I had but ju£t entered his chamber, when the 
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General, who seemed unable to speak, took my hand, and 
in silence led me to his mother’s dressing-room. As we 
entered it, She enquires after you, Chevalier, said he, and 
laments your departure. She thinks she has offended you. 
Thank God, she has recolleftion. 

When I went in, she was in her mother’s arms; her 
mother soothing her, and weeping over her. 

See, see, my child, the Chevalier! you have not offend¬ 
ed him. 

She quitted her mother’s arms. I approached her, I 
thought it was not you that sat by me, a while ago. But 
when you went away from me, I saw it could be nobody 
butyoM. Why did you go away? Was you angry? 

I could not be angry, madam. You bid me leave you: 
And I obeyed. 

Well, but now what shall I say to him, madam? I don’t 
know what I would say. You, madam, stepping with a 
hafty motion towards her sifter-in-law, will not tell Laur- 
ana any-thing againft me? 

Unhappy hour, said her mother, speaking to the Gen¬ 
eral, that I ever yielded to her going to the cruel Laurana! 

The Marchioness took her hand; I hate Laurana, my 
dear; I love nobody but you. 

Don’t hate her, however—Chevalier, whisperingly, 
Who is this Lady? 

The General rejoiced at the queftion; for this was the 
firft time she had ever taken any particular notice of his 
Lady, or enquired who she was, notwithftanding her 
generous tenderness to her. ' 

That Lady isyour sifter, your brother Signor Giacomo’s 
wife— 

My sifter! how can that be?—Where has she been all 
this time? 
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Your sifter by marriage: Your elder brother’s wife. 

I don’t underftand it. But why, madam, did you not 
tell me so before? I wish you happy. Laurana would not 
letme be her cousin. Willjyoa own me? 

The young Marchioness clasped her arms about her. 
My sifter, my friend, my dear Clementina! Call me your 
sifter, and I shall be happy 1 

What ftrange things, said she, have come to pass 1 

How did these dawnings of reason rejoice every one! 

Sir, turning to the General, let me speak with you. 

She led him by the hand to the other end of the room— 
Let nobody hear us, said she: Yet spoke not low. What 
had I to say?—I had something to say to you very earneft- 
ly. I don’t know what— 

Well, don’t puzzle yourself, my dear, to recolleft it, 
said the General. Your new sifter loves you. She is the 
beft of women. She is the joy of my life. Love your new 
sifter, my Clementina. 

So I will. Don’t I love every-body? 

But you muft love her better than any other woman, 
the beft of mothers excepted. She is my wife, and your sis¬ 
ter ; and she loves both you, and our dear Jeronymo. 

And no-body else? Does she love no-body else? 

Whom else would you have her love? 

I don’t know. But every-body, I think; for I do. 

Whomever you love, she will love. She is all goodness. 

Why that’s well. I will love her, now I know who she is. 
But, Sir, I have some notion— 

Of what, my dear ? 

I don’t know. But pray, Sir, What brings the Cheva¬ 
lier over hither again ? 

To comfort you, your father, mother, Jeronymo: To 
comfortusall.Tomakeusallwell,andhappyineach other. 
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Why that’s very good. Don’tyoa think so? But he was 
always good. Are you, brother, happy? 

I am, and should be more so, if you and Jeronymo 
were. 

But that can never, never be. 

God forbid 1 my sifter .The Chevalier has brought over 
with him a skilful man, who hopes to cure our Jerony¬ 
mo— 

Has the Chevalier done this? Why did he not do so be¬ 
fore? 

The General was a little disconcerted; but generously 
said, We were wrong; we took not right methods. I, for 
my part, wish we had followed his advice in every-thing. 

Bless me!—holding up one hand. How came all these 
things about! Sir, Sir, with quickness—I will come again 
presently—And was making to the door. 

Camilla Slept to her—Whither, whither, my dear 
young Lady?—O! Camilla will do as well—Camilla, lay¬ 
ing her hand upon her shoulder, go to Father Mare- 
scotti—Tell him—There she Stopt: Then proceeding, 
Tell him, I have seen a vision—He shall pray for us all. 

Then Stepping to her mother, and taking her passive 
hand, she kissed it, and Stroked her own forehead and 
cheek with it—Love me, madam; love your child. You 
don’t know, neither do I, what ails my poor head. Heal 
it! Heal it 1 with your gentle hand! Again Stroking her 
forehead with it; then putting it to her heart. 

The Marchioness, kissing her forehead, made her face 
wet with her tears. * 

Shall I, said Camilla, go to Father Marescotti? 

No, said the General, except she repeats her com¬ 
mands. Perhaps she has forgot him already.—She said 
no more of Father Marescotti. 

The Marchioness thinks that she had some confused 
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notions of the former enmity of the General and Father to 
me; and finding the former reconciled, wanted the Fa¬ 
ther to be so too, and to pray for us all. 

I was willing, my dear Dr. Bartlett, to give you min¬ 
utely the workings of the poor Lady’s mind on our two 
fir£t interviews. Every-body is rejoiced at so hopeful an 
alteration already. 

We all thought it be£t, now, that she had so surprising¬ 
ly taken a turn, from observing a profound silence, to 
free talking, and shewn herself able, with very little inco¬ 
herence, to pursue a discourse, that she should not ex¬ 
haust herself; and Camilla was directed to court her into 
her own dressing-room, and endeavour to engage her on 
some indifferent subjects. I asked her leave to withdraw: 
She gave it me readily, with these words, I shall see you 
again, I hope, before you go to England. 

Often, I hope, very often, answered the General for 
me. 

That is very good, said she; and, courtesying to me, 
went up with Camilla. 

We all went into Jeronymo’s apartment; and the 
young Marchioness rejoiced him with the relation of 
what had passed. That generous friend was for ascribing 
to my presence the hoped-for happy alteration; while the 
General declared, that he never would have her contra¬ 
dicted for the future, in any reasonable request she should 
make. 

The Count her uncle, and Signor Seba&iano his eldest 
Son, are set out for Urbino. They took leave of me at my 
lodgings. He hoped, he said, that all would be happy; 
and that I would be a Catholic. 


I have received a large pacquet of Letters from Eng¬ 
land. 
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I approve of all you propose, my dear Dr. Bartlett. You 
shall not, you say, be easy, except I will inspeft your ac¬ 
counts. Don’t refuse to give your own worthy heart any 
satisfaction that it can receive, by consulting your true 
friend: But otherwise, you need not ask my consent to 
any-thing you shall think fit to do. Of one thing, me- 
thinks, I could be glad, that only such children of the 
poor as shew a peculiar ingenuity, have any great pains 
taken with them in their books. Husbandry and labour 
are what are mot wanting to be encouraged among the 
lower class of people. Providence has given to men differ¬ 
ent genius’s and capacities, for different ends; and that all 
might become useful links of the same great chain. Let us 
apply those talents to Labour, those to Learning, those to 
Trade, to Mechanics, in their different branches, which 
point out the different pursuits, and then no person will 
be unuseful; on the contrary, every one may be eminent 
in some way or other. Learning, of itself, never made any 
man happy. The ploughman makes fewer mistakes in the 
conduct of life than the scholar, because the sphere in 
which he moves is a more contracted one. But if a genius 
arises, let us encourage it: There will be ru&ics enough 
to do the common services for the finer spirits, and to 
carry on the business of the world, if we do not, by our 
own indiscriminate good offices, contribute to their mis¬ 
application. 

I will write to congratulate Lord W. and his Lady. I 
rejoice exceedingly in their happiness. 

I will also write to my Beauchamp, and to Lady Beau¬ 
champ, to give her joy on her enlarged heart. Surely, Dr. 
Bartlett, human nature is not so bad a thing, as some dis- 
| gracers of their own species have imagined. I have, on 
i many occasions, found, that it is but applying properly to 
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the passions of persons, who, tho’ they have not been 
very remarkable for benevolence, may yet be induced to 
do right things in some manner, if not always in the moSl 
graceful. But as it is an observation, that the miser’s feaSt 
is often the moSt splendid; so may we say, as in the cases 
of Lord W. and Lady Beauchamp, the one to her son-in- 
law, the other to his Lady and nieces, that when such per¬ 
sons are brought to taSte the sweets of a generous and 
beneficent a&ion, they are able to behave greatly. We 
should not too soon, and without making proper applica¬ 
tions, give up persons of ability or power, upon concep¬ 
tions of their general characters; and then, with the herd, 
set our faces against them, as if we knew them to be in¬ 
vincible. How many ways are there to overcome persons, 
who may not, however, be naturally beneficent! Policy, 
a regard for outward appearances, ostentation, love of 
praise, will sometimes have great influences: And not 
seldom is the requester of a favour himself in fault, who 
perhaps shews as much self in the application, as the re¬ 
fuser does in the denial. 

Let Charlotte know, that I will write to her when she 
gives me a subjed. 

I will write to Lord and Lady L. by the next mail. To 
write to either, is to write to both. 

I have already answered Emily’s favour. I am very 
glad that her mother, and her mother’s husband, are so 
wise as to pursue their own interests in their behaviour to 
that good girl, and their happiness in their conduft to 
each other. 

My poor cousin Grandison—I am concerned for him. 
I have a very affeCting Letter from him. But I see the 
proud man in it, valuing himself on his knowlege of the 
world, and rather vexed to be over-reached by the com- 
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mon artifices of some of the worft people in it, than from 
right principles. I know not what I can do for him, ex¬ 
cept I were on the spot. I am grieved that he has not pro¬ 
fited by other mens wisdom: I wish he may by his own 
experience. I will write to him; yet neither to reproach 
him, nor to extenuate his folly, tho’ I wish to' free him 
from the consequences of it. 

I write to my aunt Eleanor, to congratulate and wel¬ 
come her to London. I hope to find her there on my re¬ 
turn from Italy. 

The unhappy Sir Hargrave! The £till unhappier Mer- 
ceda! What sport have they made of their health, in the 
prime of their days; and with their reputation! How poor 
would have been their triumph, had they escaped, by a 
flight so ignominious, the due reward of their iniquitous 
contrivances! But to meet with such a disgraceful pun¬ 
ishment, and so narrowly to escape a &ill more disgraceful 
one—Tell me, Can the poor men look out into open day? 

But poor Bagenhall! sunk as he is, almoft beneath pity, 
what can be said of him? 

We see, Dr. Bartlett, in the behaviour, and sordid 
acquiescence with insults, of these three men, that offen¬ 
sive spirits cannot be true ones. 

If you have any call or inclination to go to London, I 
am sure you will look in upon the little Oldhams, and 
their mother. 

My compliments to the young officer. I am glad he is 
pleased with what has been done for him. 

I have Letters from Paris. I am greatly pleased with 
what is done, and doing there, in pursuance of my direc¬ 
tions, relating to the moiety of 3000 /. left by the good 
Mr. Danby, to be disposed of at the discretion of his exe¬ 
cutor, either in France or England. As he gained a great 
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part of his considerable fortune in France, I think it 
would have been agreeable to him, to find out there half 
of the obje&s of his benevolence: Why else named he 
France in his Will? 

The intention of the bequeather, in doubtful cases, 
ought always to be considered. And another case has 
offered, which, I think, as there is a large surplus in my 
hands, after having done by his relations more than they 
expected, and full as much as is necessary to put them in a 
flourishing way, I ought to consider in that light. 

Mr. Danby, at his setting out in life, owed great obli¬ 
gations to a particular family, then in affluent circum- 
ftances. This family fell, by unavoidable accidents, into 
indigence. Its descendants were numerous. Mr. Danby 
used to confer on no less than six grand-daughters, and 
four grandsons, of this family, an annual bounty, which 
kept them juft above want. And he had put them in 
hopes, that he would cause it to be continued to them, as 
long they were unprovided for: The elder girls were in 
services; the younger were brought up to be qualified for 
the same useful way of life: The sons were neither idle 
nor vicious. I cannot but think, that it was his intention to 
continue his bounty to them by his laft will, had he not 
forgot them when he gave orders for drawing it up; 
which was not till he thought himself in a dying way. 

Proper enquiries have been made; and this affair is 
settled. The numerous family think themselves happy. 
And the supposed intention of my deceased friend is 
fully answered; and no Legatee a sufferer. 

You kindly, my dear Dr. Bartlett, regret the diftance 
we are at from each other. I am the loser by it, and not 
you; since I give you, by pen and ink, almoft as minute 
an account of my proceedings, as I could do were we con- 
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versing together: Such are your expectations upon, and 
such is the obedience of, 

Tour ever-affeflionate andfilial Friend , 

CHARLES GRANDISON. 


LETTER XXII. 

Sir Charles Grandiso n. In Continuation. 


June 12-23. 


W E have now, thank God, some hopes of our Jero- 
nymo. The opening made below the great wound 
answers happily its intention; and that in the shoulder is 
once more in a fine way. 

Lady Clementina has been made to underhand, that 
he is better; and this good news, and the method she is 
treated with, partly in pursuance of the advice of the 
English physicians, leave us not without hopes of her re¬ 
covery. 

The General and his Lady are gone to Naples, in much 
higher spirits than when they left that city. His Lady 
seconding his earnest invitation, I was not able to deny 
them the promise of a visit there. 

Every one endeavours to sooth and humour Lady 
Clementina; and the whole family is now satisfied, that 
this was the method which always ought to have been 
taken with her; and lay to the charge of Lady Sforza and 
Laurana, perhaps much deeper views than they had at 
fir&; tho’ they might enlarge them afterwards, and cer¬ 
tainly did extend them, when the poor Lady was deemed 
irrecoverable. 
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Let me account to you, my dear friend, for my silence 
of near a month since the date of my laSt. 

For a fortnight together, I was every day once with 
Lady Clementina. She took no small pleasure in seeing 
me. She was very various all that time in her absences; 
sometime's she had sensible intervals, but they were not 
durable. She generally rambled much; and was very in¬ 
coherent. Sometimes she fell into her silent fits: But they 
seldom lasted long when I came. Sometimes she aimed to 
speak to me in English: But her ideas were too much un¬ 
fixed, and her memory too much shattered, to make her¬ 
self understood for a sentence together, in the tongue she 
had so lately learned, and for some time disused. Yet, on 
the whole, her reason seemed to gather Strength. It was a 
heavy fortnight to me; and the heavier, as I was not very 
well myself—Yet I was loth to forbear my daily visits. 

Mrs. Beaumont, at the fortnight’s end, made the fam¬ 
ily and me a visit of three days. In that space, Lady 
Clementina’s absences were Stronger, but less frequent 
than before. 

I had, by Letter, been all this time preparing the per¬ 
sons who had the management of Mr. Jervois’s affairs, to 
adjuSt, finally, the account relating to his eState, which re¬ 
mained unsettled; and they let me know, that they were 
quite ready to put the laSt hand to them. It was necessary 
for me to attend those gentlemen in person: And as Mrs. 
Beaumont could not conveniently Slay any longer than 
the three days, I acquainted the Marchioness, that I 
should do myself the honour of attending her to Flor¬ 
ence. 

# As well Mrs. Beaumont, as the Marchioness, and the 
Bishop, thought I should communicate my intention, 
and the necessity of pursuing it, to Lady Clementina; 


m 
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left, on her missing me, she should be impatient, and we 
should lose the ground we had gained. 

I laid before the young Lady, in presence of her mo¬ 
ther and Mrs. Beaumont, in a plain and simple manner, 
my obligation to leave her for a few days, and the reason 
for it. To Florence? said she: Does not Lady Olivia live at 
Florence?—She does, usually, answered Mrs. Beaumont: 
But she is abroad on her travels. 

Well, Sir, it is not for me to detain you, if you have 
business: But what will become of my poor Jeronymo in 
the mean time?—But before I could answer, What a silly 
question is that? I will be his comforter. 

Father Marescotti juft then entered—O Father! ram¬ 
bled the poor Lady, you have not prayed with me for a 
long time. O, Sir, I am an undone creature! I am a loft 
soul!—She fell on her knees, and with tears bemoaned 
herself. 

She endeavoured, after this, to recoiled: what she had 
been talking of before. W e make it a rule not to suffer her, 
if we can help it, to puzzle and perplex herself, by aiming 
at recollection; and therefore I told her what was our sub- 
jeft. She fell into it again with chearfulness—Well, Sir, 
and when may Jeronymo expeft you again?—In about 
ten days, I told her. And taking her hint, I added, that I 
doubted not but she would comfort Signor Jeronymo in 
my absence. She promised she would; and wished me 
happy. 

I attended Mrs. Beaumont accordingly. I concluded, 
to my satisfaftion, all that remained unadjufted of hiy 
Emily’s affairs, in two days after my arrival at Florence. I 
had a happy two days more with Mrs. Beaumont, and the 
Ladies her friends; and I ftole a visit out of the ten days to 
the Count of Belvedere, at Parma. 
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This excursion was of benefit to my health; and having 
had a Letter from Mr. Lowther, as I had desired, at Mo¬ 
dena, in my way to Parma, with very favourable news, in 
relation both to the sifter and brother, I returned to 
Bologna, and met with a joyful reception from the Mar¬ 
quis, his Lady, the Bishop, and Jeronymo; who all joined 
to give me a share in the merit that was principally due to 
Mr. Lowther, and his assiftants, with regard to the bro¬ 
ther’s amendment, and to their own soothing methods of 
treating the beloved sifter; who followed ftriftly the pre¬ 
scriptions of her physicians. 

I was introduced to Lady Clementina by her mother, 
attended only by Camilla. The young Lady met me at the 
entrance of her antechamber, with a dignity like that 
which used to diftinguish her in her happier days. You 
are welcome, Chevalier, said she: But you kept not your 
time. I have set it down; pulling out her pocket-book— 
Ten days, madam: I told you ten days. I am exaftly to my 
time—You shall see that: I cannot be miftaken, smiling. 
But her smiles were not quite her own. 

She referred me to her book. You have reckoned two 
days twice over, madam See here— 

Is it possible?—I once, Sir, was a better accomptant. 
Well, but we will not ftand upon two days in so many. I 
have taken great care of Jeronymo in your absence. I 
have attended him several times; and would have seen 
him oftener; but they told me there was no need. 

I thanked her for her care of my friend— 

That’s good enough, said she, to thank me for the care 
of myself. Jeronymo is myself. 

Signor Jeronymo, replied I, cannot be dearer to his 
sifter than he is to me. 

You are a good man, returned she; and laid her hand 
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upon my arm; I always said so. But, Chevalier, I have 
quite forgot my English. I shall never recover it. What 
happy times were those, when I was innocent, and was 
learning English I 

. My beloved young Lady, said Camilla, was always in¬ 
nocent. 

No, Camilla!—No!—And then she began to ramble 
—And taking Camilla under the arm, whispering, Let 
us go together to that corner of the room, and pray to 
Goa to forgive us. You, Camilla, have been wicked as 
well as I. 

She went and kneeled down, and held up her hands in 
silence: Then rising, she came to her mother, and kneel¬ 
ed to her, her hands lifted up—Forgive me, forgive your 
poor child, my mamma! 

God bless my child! Rise, my Love!—I do forgive 
you 1 —But do you forgive me, tears trickling down her 
cheeks, for ever suffering you to go out of my own sight? 
for delivering you into the management of less kind, and 
less indulgent relations? 

And God forgive them too, rising. Some of them made 
me crasy, and then upbraided me with being so. God for¬ 
give them! I do. 

She then came to me; and to my great surprize, dropt 
down on one knee. I could not, for a few moments, tell 
what to do, or what to say to her. Her hands held up, her 
fine eyes supplicating—Pray, Sir, forgive me! 

Humour, humour the dear creature, Chevalier, said 
her mother, sobbing. * 

Forgive you, madam!—Forgive you, dear Lady! for 
what?—You have not offended! You could not offend. 

I raised her; and taking her hand, pressed it with my 
lips! Now, madam, forgive me —For this freedom for¬ 
give me! 
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O Sir, I have given you, I have given every-body, 
trouble!—I am an unhappy creature; and God and you 
are angry with me—And you will not say you forgive 
me? 

Humour her, Chevalier. 

I do, I ‘do forgive you, mo£t excellent of women. 

She hesitated a little; then turned round to Camilla, 
who £tood at distance, weeping; and running to her, caft 
herself into her arms, hiding her face in her bosom— 
Hide me, hide me, Camilla!—What have I done!—I 
have kneeled to a man!—She put her arm under Cam¬ 
illa’s, and hurried out of the room with her. 

Her mother seeing me in some confusion; Rejoice 
with me, Chevalier, said she, yet weeping, that we see, 
though her reason is imperfeft, such happy symptoms. 
Our child will, I truft in God, be once more our own. And 
you will be the happy instrument of restoring her to us. 

The Marquis, and the Bishop, were informed of what 
had passed. They also rejoiced, in these further day¬ 
breaks, as I may call them, of their Clementina’s reason, 
accompanied with that delicacy, that never, in so inno¬ 
cent a mind, can be separated from it. 

You will observe, my dear Dr. Bartlett, that I only aim 
to give you an account of the greater and more visible 
changes that happen in the mind of this unhappy Lady; 
omitting those conversations between her and her friends, 
in which her situation varied but little from those before 
described. By this means, you will be able to trace the 
fteps to that recovery of her reason, which we presume to 
hope will be the return to our fervent prayers, and hum¬ 
ble endeavours. 
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LETTER XXIII. 

Sir Charles Grandison. In Continuation. 

Bologna , June 1-3-24. 

T H E Conte della Porretta, and the two young Lords 
Seba£iano and Juliano, came hither yesterday, to re¬ 
joice on the hopeful prospers before us. 

I thought I saw a little shyness and reserve sit upon the 
brow of the Marchioness, which I had not observed till 
the arrival of the Count. A complaisance that was too civil 
for friendship; for our friendship. I never permit a cloud 
to hang for one hour upon the brow of a friend, without 
examining into the reason of it, in hopes it may be in my 
power to dispel it. An abatement in the freedom of one I 
love, is a charge of unworthiness upon me, that I muft 
endeavour to obviate the moment I suspeft it. I desired a 
private audience of the good Lady. 

She favoured me with it at the firft word. But as soon 
as I had opened my heart to her, she asked, If Father 
Marescotti, who loved me, she said, as if I were his own 
son, might be allowed to be present at our conversation? 
I was a little startled at the question; but answered, By all 
means. 

The Father was sent to, and came. Tender concern 
and reserve were both apparent in his countenance. This 
shewed that he was apprised of the occasion of the Mar¬ 
chioness’s reserve; and expelled to be called upon, or em¬ 
ployed in the explanation, had I not demanded it. 

I repeated, before him, what I had said to the Mar¬ 
chioness, of the reserve that I had thought I saw since 
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yesterday in one of the moff benign countenances in the 
world. 

Chevalier, said she, if you think that every one of our 
family, as well those of Urbino and Naples, as those of 
this place, do not love you as one of their own family, you 
do not do’ us justice. 

She then enumerated and exaggerated their obliga¬ 
tions to me. I truly told her, that I could not do less than I 
had done, and answer it to my own heart. 

Leave us, replied she, to judge for ourselves on this 
subject: And, for God’s sake, do not think us capable of 
ingratitude. We begin with pleasure to see the poor child, 
after a course of sufferings and distresses, that few young 
creatures have gone thro’, reviving to our hopes. She 
muff in gratitude, in honour, injustice, be yours, if you 
require her of us, and upon the terms you have formerly 
proposed. 

I think so, said the Father. 

What can I say? proceeded she: We are all distressed. 
I am put upon a task that grieves me. Ease my heart, 
Chevalier, by sparing my speech. 

Explain yourself no further, madam: I fully under¬ 
stand you. I will not impute ingratitude to any heart in 
this family. Tell me, Father Marescotti, if you can allow 
for me, as I could for you, were you in my circumffances 
(and you cannot be better satisfied in your religion, than I 
am in mine) tell me, by what you could, do, what I ought. 

There is no answering a case so Strongly put, replied 
the Father. But can a false religion, an heresy, persuade 
an ingenuous mind as Strongly as the true? 

Dear Father Marescotti, you know you have said no¬ 
thing: It would sound harshly to repeat your own ques- 
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tion to you; yet that is all I need to do. But let us continue 
our prayers, that the desirable work may be perfected: 
That Lady Clementina may be quite recovered. You 
have seen, madam, that I have not offered to give myself 
consequence with her. You see the distance I have ob¬ 
served to her: You see nothing in her, not evten in her 
mod afflicting resveries, that can induce you to think she 
has marriage in view. As I told your Ladyship at fir£t, I 
have but one wish at present; and that is, her perfeCt re¬ 
covery. 

What, Father, can we say? resumed the Marchioness. 
Advise us, Chevalier. You know our situation. But do 
not, do not impute ingratitude to us. Our child’s salva¬ 
tion, in our own opinion, is at 6take—If she be yours, she 
will not be long a Catholic—Once more, advise us. 

You generously, I know, madam, think you speak in 
time, both for the young Lady’s sake and mine. You say 
she shall be mine upon the terms I formerly offered, if I 
insist upon it. I have told the General, that I will have the 
consent of all three brothers, as well as yours, madam, 
and your good Lord’s, or I will not hope for the honour of 
your alliance: And I have declared to you, that I look 
upon myself as bound; upon you all, as free. If you think 
that the sense of supposed obligation, as Lady Clemen¬ 
tina advances in her health, may engage her further than 
you wish, let me decline my visits by degrees, in order to 
leave her as disengaged as possible in her own mind; and 
that I may not be thought of consequence to her recov¬ 
ery. In the firft place, I will make my promised visit to die 
General. You see she was not the worse, but, perhaps, the 
better, for my absence of ten days. I will pass twenty, if 
you please, at Rome, and at Naples; holding myself in 
readiness to return poft, at the firlt call. Let us determine 
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nothing in the interim. Depend upon the honour of a 
man, who once more assures you, that he looks upon him¬ 
self as bound, and the Lady free; and who will aft accord¬ 
ingly by her, and all your family. 

They were both silent, and looked upon each other. 

What say you, madam, to this proposal? What say you, 
Father Marescotti? Could I think of a more disinterested 
one, I would make it. 

I say, you are a wonderful man. 

I have not words, resumed the Lady—She wept. Hard, 
hard fate! The man, that of all men— 

There she ftopt. The Father was present, or, perhaps, 
she had said more. 

Shall we, said she, acquaint Jeronymo with this con¬ 
versation? 

It may difturb him, replied I. You know, madam, his 
generous attachment to me. I have promised the General 
a visit. Signor Jeronymo was as much pleased with the 
promise, as with the invitation. The performance will 
add to his pleasure. He may get more strength: Lady 
Clementina may be ftill better: And you will, from events 
so happy, be able to resolve. Still be pleased to remember, 
that I hold myself bound, yourselves to be free. 

Yet I thought at the time, with a concern, that, per¬ 
haps, was too visible, When, when shall I meet with the 
returns, which my proud heart challenges as its due? But 
then my pride (shall I call it?) came in to my relief— 
Great God! I thank thee, thought I, that thou enableft 
me to do what my conscience, what humanity tells me, is 
fit and right to be done, without taking my measures of 
right and wrong from any other standard. 

Father Marescotti saw me affefted. Tears ftood in his 
eyes. He withdrew, to conceal his emotion. The Mar- 
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chioness was Still more concerned. She called me the mod 
generous of men. I took a respectful leave, and withdrew 
to Jeronymo. 

As I was intending to return to my lodgings, in order 
to try to calm there my disturbed mind, the Mar'quis and 
his Brother, and the Bishop, sent for me into the Mar¬ 
chioness’s drawing-room, where were she and Father 
Marescotti; who had acquainted them with what had 
passed between her, himself, and me. 

The Bishop arose, and embraced me—Dear Grand- 
ison, said he, how I admire you!—Why, why will you 
not let me call you brother?—Were a prince your com¬ 
petitor, and you would be a Catholic— 

O that you would! said the Marchioness; her hands 
and eyes lifted up. 

And will you not? Can you not? said the Count. 

That, my Lord, is a question kindly put, as it shews 
your regard for me—But it is not to be answered now. 

The Marquis took my hand. He applauded the disin¬ 
terestedness of my behaviour to his family. He approved 
of my proposal of absence; but said, that I mu£t myself 
undertake to manage that part, not only with their Clem¬ 
entina, but with Jeronymo; whose grateful heart would 
otherwise be uneasy, on a surmise, that the motion came 
not from myself, but them. 

We will not resolve upon any measures, said he. God 
continue and improve our prospers; and the result we 
will leave to his providence. * 

I went from them direCtly to Jeronymo; and told him 
my intention of setting out for Rome and Naples, in dis¬ 
charge of my promise to the General and his Lady. 

He asked me, What would become of Clementina in 
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the mean time? Was there not too great a danger that she 
would go back again ? 

I told him I would not go, but with her approbation. I 
pleaded my laft absence of ten days, in favour of my in¬ 
tention. Her recovery, said I, mu£t be a work of time. If I 
am of the consequence your friendship for me supposes, 
her attention will, probably, be more engaged by short 
absences, and the expectations raised by them, than by 
daily visits. I remember not, my dear Jeronymo, con¬ 
tinued I, a single instance, that could induce any one to 
imagine, that your Clementina’s regard for the man you 
favour was a personal one. Friendship never lighted up a 
purer flame in a human heart, than in that of your sifter. 
Was not the future happiness of the man she esteemed, 
the constant, I may say, the only objedt of her cares? In the 
height of her malady, Did she not declare, that were that 
great article but probably secured, she would resign her 
life with pleasure? 

True, very true: Clementina is an excellent creature: 
She ever was. And you only can deserve her. O that she 
could be now worthy of you 1 But are my father, mother, 
brother, willing to part with you? Do they not, for Clem¬ 
entina’s sake, make objections? 

The la6t absence sitting so easy on her mind, they 
doubt not but frequent absences may excite her atten¬ 
tion. 

Well, well, I acquiesce. The General and his Lady will 
rejoice to see you. I muft not be too selfish. God preserve 
you, where-ever you go!—Only let not the gentle heart 
of Clementina be wounded by your absence. Don’t let 
her miss you. 

To-morrow, replied I, I will consult her. She shall de¬ 
termine for me. 
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LETTER XXIV. 

Sir CharlesGrandison./» Continuation. 


June 14-25. 


H AVING the honour of an invitation to a conversa¬ 
tion-visit, to the Cardinal Legate, and to meet there 
the Gonfalonier, I went to the palace of Porretta in the 
morning. 

After sitting about half an hour with my friend Jero- 
nymo, I was admitted to the presence of Lady Clemen¬ 
tina. Her father, mother, and the Bishop, were with her. 
Clementina, Chevalier, said her mother, was enquiring 
for you. She is desirous to recover her English. Are you 
willing, Sir, to undertake your pupil again ? 

Ah, Chevalier, said the young Lady, those were happy 
times, and I want to recover them. I want to be as happy 
as I was then. 

You have not been very well, madam: And is it not bet¬ 
ter to defer our leftures for some days, till you are quite 
established in your health ? 

Why, that is the thing. I know I have been very ill: I 
know that I am not yet quite well; and I want to be so: 
And that is the reason that I would recover my English. 

You will soon recover it, madam, when you begin. But 
at present, the thought, the memory, it would require you 
to exert, would perplex you. I am afraid the Study would 
rather retard, than forward, your recovery. ' 

Why, now, I did not expert this from you, Sir. My 
mamma has consented. 

I did, my dear, because I would deny you nothing that 
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your heart was set upon: But the Chevalier has giveny ou 
such good reasons to suspend his lectures, that I wish 
you would not be earnest in your request. 

But I can’t help it, madam. I want to be happy. 

Well, madam, let us begin now. What English book 
have you at hand ? 

I don’t know. But I will fetch one. 

She £tept out, Camilla after her; and, poor Lady, for¬ 
getting her purpose, brought down some of her own 
work, the first thing that came to hand, out of a drawer 
that she pulled out, in her dressing-room; instead of look¬ 
ing into her book-case. It is an unfinished piece of Noah’s 
ark, and the rising deluge; the execution admirable. And, 
coming to me, I wonder where it has lain all this time. 
Are you ajudge of womens works, Chevalier? 

She went to the table—Come hither, and sit down by 
me. I did. Madam, to her mother; my Lord, to her bro¬ 
ther (for the Marquis withdrew, in grief, upon this in¬ 
stance of her wandering); come, and sit down by the 
Chevalier and me. They did. She spread it on the table, 
and, in an attentive poSfure, her elbow on the table, her 
head on one hand, pointing with the finger of the other— 
Now tell me your opinion of this work. 

I praised, as it deserved, the admirable finger of the 
workwoman. Do you know, that’s mine. Sir? said she: 
But tell me; every-body can praise; Do you see no fault? 
—I think that is one, said I; and pointed to a dispropor¬ 
tion that was pretty obvious—Why so it is. I never knew 
you to be a flatterer. 

Men, who can find faults more gracefully, said the 
Bishop, than others praise, need not flatter. Why that’s 
true, said she. She sighed; I was happy when I was about 
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this work. And the drawing was my own too, after—after 
—I forget the painter—But you think it tolerable—Do 
you? 

I think it, upon the whole, very fine. If you could rect¬ 
ify that one fault, it would be a mafter-piece. 

Well, I think I’ll try, since you like it. She rolled it up 
—Camilla, let it be put on my toilette. I am glad the 
Chevalier likes it. But, Sir, if I am not at a loss; for my 
head is not as it should be— 

Poor Lady! She lo£t what she was going to say—She 
paused as if she would recolleft it—Do you know, at la£t, 
said she, what is the matter with my head? putting her 
hand to her forehead—Such a strange confusion ju£t 
here! And so ftupid!—She shut her eyes. She laid her 
head on her mother’s shoulder; who dropt an involun¬ 
tary tear on her forehead. 

The Bishop was affefted. Can you, can you, Chevalier, 
whispered he, suppose this dear creature’s reason in your 
power, and yet with-hold it from her? 

Ah, my Lord, said I, how cruel!— 

She raised her head; and, taking her mother’s and 
Camilla’s offered salts, smelt to them in turn—I think I 
am a little better. Were you, Chevalier, ever in such a 
Grange way ?—I hope not—God preserve all people from 
being as I have been!—Why now you are all affefted. 
Why do you all weep? What have I said? God forbid, that 
I should afflift any-body—Ah! Chevalier! and laid her 
hand upon my arm, God will bless you. I always said, you 
were a tender-hearted man. God will pity him, that can 
pity another—But, brother, my Lord, I have not been at 
church of a long time: Have I? How long is it?—Where 
is the General? Where is my Uncle?—Lauranal Poor 
Laurana! God forgive her; she is gone to answer for all 
her unkindness 1 —And she said she was sorry; Did she? 
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Thus rambled the poor Lady! What, my dear Dr. 
Bartlett, can be more affecting than these absences, these 
resveries, of a mind once so sound and sensible! 

She withdrew at her own motion, with Camilla; and 
we had no thoughts of communicating to her, at that 
time, my intentional absence. But as I was about taking 
my leave for the day, Camilla came into Jeronymo’s cham¬ 
ber, where I was; and told me, that her young Lady was 
very sedate, and desired to see me, if I were not gone. 

She led me into Clementina’s dressing-room, where 
was present her mother only; who said, she thought I 
might apprise her daughter of my proposed journey to 
Naples; and she herself began the subject. 

My dear, said she, the Chevalier has been acquainting 
my Lord and me with an engagement he is under to visit 
your brother Giacomo, and his Lady, at Naples. 

That is a va£t journey, said she. 

Not for the Chevalier, my dear. He is used to travel. 

Only for a visit!—Is it not better, Sir, for you to £tay 
here, where every-body loves you? 

The General, my dear, and his Lady, love the Cheva¬ 
lier. 

May be so. But did you promise them, Sir? 

I did, madam. 

Why then you mu£t perform your promise. But it was 
not kind in them to engage you. 

Why so, my dear? asked her mother. 

Why so! Why what will poor Jeronymo do for his 
friend? 

Jeronymo has consented, my dear. He thinks the jour¬ 
ney will do the Chevalier good. 

Nay, then—Will the journey do you good, Sir? If it 
will, I am sure Jeronymo would not, for the world, de¬ 
tain you. 
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Are you willing, my dear, that the Chevalier should go ? 

Yes, surely, madam, if it will do him good. I would lay 
down my life to do him good. Can we ever requite him 
for his goodness to us? 

Grateful heart! said her mother; tears in her eyes. 

Gratitude, piety, sincerity, and every duty of the social 
life, are constitutional virtues in this Lady: No disturb¬ 
ance of mind can weaken, much less efface them. 

Shall you not want to see him in his absence? 

Perhaps I may: But what then? If it be for his good, 
you know— 

Suppose, my dear, we could obtain the favour of Mrs. 
Beaumont’s company, while the Chevalier is gone? 

I should be glad. 

Mrs. Beaumont is all goodness, said 1.1 will endeav¬ 
our to engage her. I can go by sea to Naples; and then 
Florence will be in my way. 

Florence 1 Ay, and then you may see Olivia too, you 
know. 

Olivia is not in Italy, madam. She is on her travels. 

Nay, I am not against your seeing Olivia, if it will do 
you good to see her. 

You don’t love Olivia, my dear, said her mother. 

Why, not much—But will you send Mrs. Beaumont 
to keep me company? 

I hope, madam, I may be able to engage her. 

And how long shall you be gone? 

If I go by sea, I shall return by the way of Rome: And 
shall make my absence longer or shorter, as I shall hear 
how my Jeronymo does, or as he will or will not dispense 
with it. 

That is very good of you—But, but—Suppose—(a 
sweet blush overspread her face)—I don’t know what I 



Let. 24.] Sir Charles Grandison 177 

would say—But, for Jeronymo’s sake, don't Stay longer 
than will do you good. No need of that , you know. 

Sweet creature! said the mother. 

Did you call me so, madam? wrapping her arms about 
her, and hiding her faintly-blushing face in her bosom. 
Then raising it up, her arms Still folded about her mo¬ 
ther, As long as I have my mamma with me, I am happy. 
Don't let me be sent away from you again, my mamma. I 
will do every-thing you bid me do. I never was disobedi¬ 
ent—Was I? Fie upon me, if I was! 

No, never, never, my dearest Life. 

So I hoped. For when I knew nothing, this I used to 
say over my beads; Gracious Father! let me never forget 
my duty to Thee, and to my Parents! I was afraid I mighty 
as I remembred nothing—But that was partly owing to 
Laurana. Poor Laurana! She has now answered for it. I 
would pray her out of her pains, if I could. Yet she did 
torment me. 

She has entertained a notion, that Laurana is dead: 
And as it has removed that terror which she used to have, 
at her very name, they intend not to undeceive her. But, 
Dr. Bartlett, well or ill, did you ever know a more excel¬ 
lent creature! 

Well, Sir, and so you mutt go—She quitted her mo¬ 
ther, and with a dignity like that which used to distin¬ 
guish her, she turned to me; and gracefully waving one 
hand, while she held up the other—God preserve you 
where-ever you go! You mutt go from friend to friend, 
were it all the world over. You will let Jeronymo hear 
often from you—Won't you?—Pray do. And I will, in 
every visit I make to him, enquire when he heard from 
his friend. Adieu, Sir: Adieu. 

I had not intended then to take my leave of her; but, as 


n 
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she anticipated me, I thought it right to do so; and, re¬ 
spectfully bowing on her hand, withdrew, followed by 
her eyes and her blessings. 

I went to Jeronymo. The Marchioness came to me 
there; and was of opinion with me, that I should take this 
as a farewel visit to her Clem en tina; and to-morrow (sooner 
by two days than I intended) I propose to set out for Flo¬ 
rence, in hopes to engage for them Mrs. Beaumont’s 
company; of which they are all extremely desirous. 

I took my leave of the whole family, and Mr. Lowther; 
who will write to me at all opportunities: And, perhaps, 
you will not, for some weeks, hear further from 

Tour ever-ajfeftionate 

CHARLES GRAND I SON. 


LETTER XXV. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Thursday , May r 1. 

1 W RIT E on purpose to acquaint you, that I have had 
a visit from Lady Olivia. She dined with me; and is juft 
set out for Northampton. We all joined, in the moft cor¬ 
dial manner, to entreat her to favour us with her company 
till morning: But she was not to be prevailed upon. Every 
one of us equally admires, and pities her. Indeed she is a 
finer woman, than you, Lady G. would allow her to be, in 
the debate between us in town, on that subjeft. 

After dinner, she desired a quarter of an hour’s dis¬ 
course with me alone. We retired into the cedar parlour. 
She opened, as she said, her whole heart to me. What a 
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hatred has she to the noble Lady Clementina! She some¬ 
times frighted me by her threatenings—Poor unwoman¬ 
ly Lady! 

I took the liberty to blame her. I told her, she muft ex¬ 
cuse me; it was ever my way with those I respedted. 

She would fain have got me to own, that I loved Sir 
Charles Grandison. I acknowleged gratitude and esteem 
—But as there are no prospers (hopes I had like to have 
said) I would go no further. But she was sure it was so. I 
did say, and I am in earnest, that I never could be satisfied 
with a divided heart. She clasped me in her arms upon 
this, and put her cheek to my forehead. 

She told me, that she admired him for his virtue. She 
knew he had resifted the greatest temptations that ever 
man was tried with. I hope, poor woman, that none of 
them were from her!—For her own sake (notwithstand¬ 
ing what Dr. Bartlett once whispered, and good man as 
he is) I hope so!—The Chevalier, she said, was superior 
to all attempts that were not grounded on honour and 
conscience. She had heard of women who had spread 
their snares for him in his early youth: But women, in her 
country, of slight fame, she said, had no way to come at 
him: And women of virtue were secure from his attempts. 
Yet would you not have thought, asked she, that beauty 
might have marked him for its own? Such an air, such an 
address, so much personal bravery, accustomed to shine 
in the upper life; all that a woman can value in a man, is 
the Chevalier Grandison! 

She, at laSt, declared, that she wished him to be mine, 
rather than any woman's on earth. 

I was very frank, very unreserved. She seemed de¬ 
lighted with me; and went away, professing to every one, 
as well as to me, that she admired me for my behaviour, 
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my sincerity, my prudence (she was pleased to say) and 
my artlessness, above all the women she had ever con¬ 
versed with. 

May her future conduct be such, as may do credit to 
her birth, to her high fortune, to her sex, and I shall then 
forgive her for an attempt (as it was frustrated) that I 
thought she ought never to be forgiven for; and which 
made me, as we sat, often look upon her with terror, and 
deprecation , may I say? 

In answer to your kind enquiries about my health—I 
only say, What muSt be, will—Sometimes better than at 
others. If I could hear you were good, I should be better, 
I believe. Adieu, my dear Lady G. Adieu. 


LETTER XXVI. 

Miss Byron. To Lady G. 

[On Sir Charles ’.?firSl Letter from Bologna, 

Letter xvii.p. 112.] 

Wednesday , May 31*. 

I AM greatly obliged to you, my dear Lady G. for dis¬ 
patching to me, in so extraordinary a way, the firSl 
Letter of your brother to Dr. Bartlett. I thank God for 
his safe arrival at the destined place; and for the faint 
hopes given in it of his friend’s lire. The Almighty will $lo 
his own work, and in his own way. And that muft be beSL 
You ask me for my opinoin or the contents of this Let- 

* Several Letters of Miss Byron, Lady G. Lady L. and Miss Jervois, 
which were written between the date of the preceding Letter and the pre¬ 
sent, are omitted. 
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ter, at large—What can I say?—Thus much I muft 
say— 

I admire, more and more, your brother: I pity the 
family he is gone to comfort and relieve: And I pray for 
Clementina and Jeronymo; and this as well for your bro¬ 
ther’s sake as theirs. 

He generously rejoices, that he did not pursue his own 
Inclinations —I am very happy in what he says of your 
Harriet. Indeed, my dear, I am. Tho’ we may be con¬ 
scious of not deserving the praises bestowed upon us, yet 
are we fond of ftanding high in the opinion of those we 
love. Two paragraphs I have got by heart. I need not tell 
you which they are. But, alas! his greatly favoured friend 
is not so free, as he hoped she was. It is a pleasure to me, 
however, because it is such to him, that it is not his fault, 
but her own, that she is not. 

The Countess, whom he so justly praises, writes to me; 
and I answer—But to what purpose? I am afraid, that a 
very important observation of his comes not in time to do 
me service; since if my prudence is proportioned to my 
trials, I ought to have endeavoured to exert it sooner. 

But, it seems, there is an insuperable obje&ion against 
the poor Lady’s going into a Nunnery. I never heard of 
that before. It seems right to the Marchioness, that the 
young Lady, who is intitled to a great share of this world’s 
goods, should not be dedicated to Heaven. This may be 
so in the family eye, for ought I know: But I am per¬ 
suaded, that if there is any one of it, who would not have 
pleaded this obstacle to a divine dedication, it would be 
Clementina herself. And yet I own, I can allow of their 
regret, that the cruel Laurana should be a gainer by 
Clementina’s being loft, as I may say, to the world. 

Your brother’s kind remembrance of Mr. and Mrs. 
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Reeves, is an honour done to me, as well as to them. I 
mutt take it so, Lady G. And what he says of me in the 
paragraph in which he mentions Emily, adds to the pride 
he had raised in me before. 

Dr. Bartlett is extremely obliging, in not offering to 
with-hold any passage in your brother’s Letters' from us. 
I have let him know, that I think him so; and have begged 
him not to spare any-thing out of tenderness to me, on a 
supposition that I may be affefted, or made uneasy, by 
what your brother shall write to him. This is speaking 
very plainly, my dear: But it is to Dr. Bartlett; and he 
signified to us, more than once, that he could not be a 
Granger to the heart of your Harriet. 

And now my dear Lady G. let me ask you, in my turn, 
What you think of one passage in your brother’s Letter, 
of which you have not taken the leaft notice in yours to 
me? “Charlotte, I hope, is happy. If s_he benot, it mu£t be 
her own-fault.” 

' You have honestly owned in your laft (yet too roguish¬ 
ly for a true penitent) that it was evidently so in the de¬ 
bate about being presented. Miss Grandison used to like 
the drawing-room well enough. Her brother has owned, 
in my hearing, as well as in yours, that had he not been so 
long out of England, and, since his return to it, so seldom 
in town, he would have made it a part of his duty, to pay 
his attendance there, at proper times. But Lady G. for¬ 
sooth, disdained to appear as the property- [Refleft but, 
my dear, how absurd] of a worthy man, to whom she had 
vowed love, honour, and obedience. 

I should not remind you thus of pa& flippancies, did 
not new ones seem to spring up every day. 

For Heaven’s sake, my dear Lady G. let it not be car¬ 
ried from England to Italy, that Lord G. is not so happy 
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with a sifter of Sir Charles Grandison, as might be ex- 
pefted; left it be asked, Whether that sifter, and this 
brother, had the same mother. I have written before, all 
that I could possibly say on this subjeft. You know your¬ 
self to be wrong. It would be impertinence to expoftulate 
further on a duty so known, and acknowleged: No more, 
therefore, on this head (authorize me to say) for ever! 

As to my health—I would fain be well. I am more 
sorry, that I am not, for the sake of my friends (who are 
incessantly grieving for me) than for my own. I have not, 
I think I have not, any-thing to reproach myself with; nor 
yet any-body to reproach me. To whom have I given 
cause of triumph over me, by my ill usage, or insolence to 
him? I yield to an event to which I ought to submit: And 
to a woman, not less , but more worthy than myself; and 
who has a prior claim. 

I long to hear of the meeting of this noble pair. May it 
be propitious 1 May Sir Charles Grandison have the satis¬ 
faction, and the merit with the family, of being the means 
of reftoring to reason (a greater reftoration than to health) 
the woman, every faculty of whose soul ought, in that 
case, to be devoted to God, and to him! Methinks I have 
at present but one wish; it is, that I may live to see this 
Lady, if she is to be the happy woman. Could I, do you 
think, Lady G. if I were to have this honour, cordially 
congratulate her as Lady Grandison ? Heaven on ly knows 1 
But it would be my glory, if I could; for then I should not 
scruple to put myself in a rank with Clementina; and to 
demand her hand, as that of my sifter. 

But, poor Olivia!—Shall I not pity the unhappy wo¬ 
man, who, I am afraid, is too short-sighted to look for¬ 
ward to that only consolation which can weaken the force 
of worldly disappointments. 
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My cousin Reeves, in a joyful Letter, juft now receiv¬ 
ed, acquaints me with the birth of a fine boy his wife has 
presented to him: An event that exceedingly rejoices us 
all. He tells me in it, how good you are. Continue to them, 
my dear Lady G. your affectionate regards. They ever 
loved you: Even for your very faults, so bewitchingly 
lively are you. But I have told Mr. Reeves, that his par¬ 
tiality for you shews that he feels not for Lord G. as he 
would for himself, were his wife a Lady G. 

I will write to my other friends. Dear creature! Don’t 
let me say, that I love Lord G. better than I do Lady G.: 
Yet, were the aggressor in a quarrel my own sifter, en¬ 
deared to me by a thousand generous offices, I would, I 
mutt love the sufferer beft; at leaft, while he is a sufferer. 
Witness, 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XXVII. 

Miss Byron. To Lady G. 

Thursday , June 1. 

T H A N K S a hundred times repeated, toyou, my dear 
Lady G. and to good Dr. Bartlett, for the favour of 
Sir Charles’s Letters, of May 22.23.26. and 2 7. N. S. all 
following so quick, that which you favoured me with of 
the ioth-2ift, upon which I wrote to you yefterday. I 
dispatch them to you for the Doftor, all together. 

I cannot, my dear, have much to say to the contents of 
these. 

They have met: Had more interviews than one. 

Why cannot the Count of Belvedere—But no more of 
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that. I don’t like this General. The whole family (the two 
noble sufferers Jeronymo and Clementina excepted) seem 
to me to have more pride than gratitude—Ay, mother 
and all, my dear! 

But you see Sir Charles has been indisposed. No won¬ 
der. Visited by the Marquis and Marchioness, you see: 
Not a slight illness, therefore, you may believe. God pre¬ 
serve him, and restore Lady Clementina, and the worthy 
Jeronymo! 

His kind remembrance of me—But, my dear, I think 
the Doftor and you muft forbear obliging me with any 
more of his Letters—His goodness, his tenderness, his 
delicacy, his 6tri£t honour, but add—Yet can any new 
instances add to a character so uniformly good?—But the 
chief reason of my self-denial, if you were to take me at 
my word as to these communications, is, that his affetting 
descriptions and narratives of Lady Clementina’s resver- 
ies (poor, poor Lady 1 ) will break my heart 1 Yet you mu£t 
send them to 

Tour ever obliged 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XXVIII. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

My dear Creature ! Monday , June 5. 

Y O U mu£t not, you shall not be ill. What signifyyour 
Heroics^ child, if they only give you placid looks, and 
make a hypocrite of the sincere^ girl in England? In 
other words, if they are only a cover for adespairingheart? 
Be better: Be less affefted; or I can tell you, the Doftor 
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and I, and Lady L. shall all think it but right to take you 
at your firft word, and send you no more of my brother’s 
Letters. Yet we are all of us as greatly affefted by the con¬ 
tents of them, as our dear Harriet can be. I am sure you 
will allow us to be so for the poor Lady. But to subjects 
less interesting 

The Doctor is with us. Aunt Nell is in love with him. 
He ordered his matters, and came totOwn at Lady L’s re¬ 
quest and mine, and Beauchamp’s, that we might the 
sooner come at my brother’s Letters—Very obliging! — 
Beauchamp worships the good man. He would have been 
with him at Grandison-Hall, but that Sir Harry and Lady 
Beauchamp knew not how to part with him: And I fansy 
another slier reason with-held him, half unknown to him¬ 
self. Love is certainly creeping into his heart. This Emily! 
a little rogue! has already (yet suspedls it not) made a con¬ 
quest. He deserves her better than any man I know: She 
him, had she not already a great hole in her heart, thro’ 
which one may run one’s head. But does not Beauchamp 
love the same person as much as she can do? And does he 
not know, that the girl is innocent, and the man virtuous, 
even, as I believe, to chaStity?—Dear Harriet! Don’t let 
the Ladies around you, nor the Gentlemen neither, hear 
this grace supposed to be my brother’s. Nobody about us 
shall for me. I would not have my brother made the jeSt of 
one Sex, and the aversion of the other; and be thought so 
singular a young man. 

Beauchamp says nothing to any-body of his regard to 
Emily: But he lays himself out in so many unaffe&ed' 
assiduities to her, that one cannot but see it. She likes his 
company and his conversation. But why! because he is 
always launching out in the praises of his and her beloved 
friend. He says, there is not, he believes, such another 
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innocent and undesigning heart in the world, except one 
in Northamptonshire.—There’s for you, Harriet!—So 
he praises not mine. That is the wickedest thing of these 
felons of men: Poverty compels them tho’—Poverty of 
genius!—They cannot praise one woman, but by rob¬ 
bing the reft. Different, however, from all men, is my 
brother. I will engage he could find attributes for fifty 
different women, yet do juftice to them all: Because, tho’ 
he sees every one with favour, he is above flattering any. 

Well, but, Harriet, I expeCted Letters six times as long 
as these you sent me. Upon my word, if you are so very 
heavenly-minded, as you appear to be in the firft (for the 
second is hardly a Letter) I will have you to town, and 
nun you up with aunt Nell. The DoClor is one of the 
moft pious men in England: But she will tire him with 
praying, and expounding , as she calls it. Do you know that 
the good creature was a Methodift in Yorkshire? These 
overdoers , my dear, are wicked wretches. What do they, 
but make religion look unlovely, and put underdoers out 
of heart? My brother is The Man: You know I muft al¬ 
ways bring in my brother, tho’ I am a little out of humour 
with him, at present: And am I not juftified by the many? 
Since it is always the way of those who intend not to 
mend, to set their hearts againft their correctors—My 
brother professes not the one half of what he practises. 
He uses the fashion, without abusing it, or himself, by 
following it. Some such words in a sacred book rumble in 
my mad head; but I know I have not them right. 

It is impossible, say what you will, Harriet, to be long 
upon terms with this man—Lord G. I mean. He was 
once half in the right, to be sure; but you should not have 
reproached me with that. The bride was shewn, the jewels 
were shewn, the whole family paraded it together; and 
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Emily wrote you all how-and-about it. But never fear for 
your poor friend. The honest man will put himself in the 
wrong next, to save her credit. He has been long careless, 
and now he is, at times, imperious , as well as careless. Very 
.true^Kay, it was but yesterday, that he attempted to hum 
*a tune of contempt, upon my warbling an Italiari air. An 
opera couple, we! Is it not charming to sing at (I cannot 
say to) each other, when we have a mind to be spiteful? 
But he has a miserable voice. He cannot sing so fine a 
song as I can. He should not attempt it. Besides, I can 
play to my song; that cannot he. Such a foe to melody, 
that he hates the very sight of my harpsichord. He flies 
out of the room, if I but move towards it. 

He has every-body of his side; Lord and Lady L. 
Emily, nay, Dr. Bartlett and aunt Nell. This sets him up. 
No such thing as managing one’s own husband, when so 
many wise heads join together, to uphold him. t/r-ter-ly 
ruined for a husband, is Lord G.; I once had some hopes 
of him: But now, every good-natured je£t is turned into 
earnest by these mediators and mediatrices. 

A few days ago, in a fond fit, I would have stroked his 
cheek; tho’ he was not in a very good humour neither— 
So, thenl So, then !said I, as I had seen Beauchamp do an 
hour before by his prancing nag; and it was construed as 
a contempt, and his bristles got up upon it. Bless me, 
thought I, this man is not so sensible of a favour as Beau¬ 
champ’s horse; and yet I have known the time, when he 
has thought it an honour to be admitted to press the same 
fair hand with his lips, on one knee. 

Hark 1 He is now, at this very infant, complaining to 
aunt Nell. Little do they think, that I am in her closet. 
She hears all he has to say, with greedy ears—These anti¬ 
quated souls are happy, when they can find reasons from 
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the disagreement of honest people in matrimony, to make 
a virtue of necessity. “Thank the Lord, I am not married! 
If these be the fruits of matrimony!”—Ah! Lord, my 
dear! Now these la§l words have slipt me—The man— 
between you and me, has been a villain to me! Can I for¬ 
give him - ? Could you in my circumstances? Yet I hope it is 
not so. If it should, and Lady Gertrude and aunt Nell 
(spiteful old souls!) should find their perpetual curiosity 
answered as they wish, I will have my own will in every¬ 
thing. 

And how came I, you will wonder, in aunt Nell’s clo¬ 
set?—I will tell you. She had got my pen and ink: And I 
went to fetch it myself: The scribbling fit was Strong 
upon me; so I sat down in her closet to write: And they 
both came into her chamber together, to have their own 
talk—Hark, I say!—They are really talking of me— 
Complaining!—Abominable!—This wicked aunt of 
mine—“I tell you, nephew, that you are too ready to 
make up with her.”—Could you have believed this of 
one J S own aunt? No wonder that he is so refractory at 
times. But, hush!—Why don’t he speak louder? He can’t 
be in earneSt hurt, if he does not raise his voice. Creeping 
soul, and whiner!—I can’t hear a word he says. I have 
enough againSt her! —But I want something againSt him 
—Duce take them both! I can’t hear more than the sound 
of her broken-toothed voice, mumbling; and his plain¬ 
tive hum-drum, whimpering. I will go out in full ma- 
jeSty. I will lighten upon them with airs imperial. How 
the poor souls will Start at my appearance! How will their 
consciences fly in their faces! The complainer and ad¬ 
viser both deteCted in the very faCt, as I may say: And yet 
perhaps you, Harriet, will think them less blameable than 
their conscience-Striker. 
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Hem!—Three hems in anger!—And now I bur& up¬ 
on them. 

O Harriet! what a triumph was mine! 

Aunt Nell, who has naturally a good blowzing north- 
country complexion, turned as pale as ashes. Her chin, 
nose, and lips, were all in motion. My nimble Lord gave 
a jump, and three leaps to the other side of the room. He 
had not the courage to look direftly at me. His face, as 
sharp as a new moon in a frosty night, and his sides so 
gaunt—As if he wanted to shrink into himself. They 
could not in their hearts but accuse themselves of all they 
had said, as if I had heard every word of it. 

While I (what a charming thing is innocence!) half a 
foot taller than usual, stalked along between them, cabl¬ 
ing a look of indignation upon aunt Nell; of haughtiness 
on Lord G. My with-held breath raised my complexion, 
and swelled my features; and when I got to the door, I 
pulled it after me with an air, that I hope made them both 
tremble. 


LETTER XXIX. 

Lady G. In Continuation. 

W ELL, my dear—Aunt Nell and I have made up. 

I have been pacified by her apologies, and prom¬ 
ises never again to interfere between man and wife. As T 
told the forlorn soul, You maiden Ladies, tho’ you have 
lived a great while in the world, cannot know what Grange 
creatures these husbands are, and how many causes (that 
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cannot be mentioned by the poor wife to her friends) a 
woman may have to be displeased with her man, in order 
to keep the creature in some little decorum—Indeed, 
madam—There I Stopt—This excited her prudery; and 
she made out the reft, and, perhaps, a great deal more 
than the-reSt. She looked down, to shew she was sensible, 
tried for a blush; and I verily believe, had she been a 
young woman, would have succeeded. “Why, truly, 
niece, I believe you are right. These men are odious crea¬ 
tures l "—And then she shuddered, as if she had said, 
Lord defend me from them!—A prayer, that, being a 
good creature, she need not doubt will be answered. 

But for Lord G. there lies no forgiveness. To complain 
of his wife to her aunt! A married man to submit matri¬ 
monial squabbles (and every honeSt pair has some) to 
others! to an old maid, especially! and to authorize her to 
sit in judgment on his wife’s little whimsies, when the 
good woman wants to make herself important to him; 
and thereby endeavour to destroy the wife’s significance; 
there’s no bearing of that. He had made Lord L. and 
Lady L. judges over me before. Nay, this infant Emily 
has taken her seat on the same bench; and, in her pretty 
manner, has, by beseeching me to be good, supposed me 
bad. And to some one of them (who knows but to the tell¬ 
tale himself, tho’ he denies it?) my brother’s hint is ow¬ 
ing, on which you so sagely expostulate: My reputation, 
therefore, as an obedient wife, with all those whose good 
opinion was worth courting, is gone: And is not thi^ 
enough to make on e careless ? J/ 

Bless me, my dear, this man of errors has committed, 
if possible, a Still worse fault. He regards me not as any- 
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body. The Earl and he have been long uneasy, it seems, 
that we live at the expence of my brother, to whom there 
is no making returns; and a house offering in Grosvenor- 
square, he has actually contracted for it, without consult¬ 
ing me. I muft own, that I cannot in my heart disapprove 
either of the motive, or the house, as I have the latter des¬ 
cribed to me: But his doing it of his own head, is an inso¬ 
lent aft: of prerogative. Don’t you in conscience think so? 
(Does he not, by this ftep, make me his chatties, a piece of 
| Furniture only, to be removed as any other piece of furni- 
I jture, or picture, or cabinet, at his pleasure? 

He came to me—I hope, madam, in a reproaching 
accent, I have done something now that will please you: 
Ought his Cliff air, and the reflecting word NOW, to 
have gone unpunished? Haft thou found out any other 
old maid, to sit in judgment on the behaviour of thy wife? 
But what haft thou done? 

I was astonished when the man told me. 

And who is to be thy housekeeper? Is this done, in 
hope I’ll follow thee? Or doft thou intend to exclude from 
thy habitation the poor woman who met thee at church a 
few weeks ago? 

Juft then came in Lady L. I asked her, What she 
thought of this ftep? 

Had she vindicated him, I never would have regarded 
a word she said between us. But she owned, that she 
thought I should have been consulted. And then he began 
to see that he had done a wrong thing. I acquainted her 
with his former fault, unatoned for as it was—Why, as to' 
that , she did not know what to say; only, that it became 
my charafter, and good sense, so to behave, as that Lord 
G. should have no reason to complain of me to any- body. 
Ahard thing, Harriet, tobereflefteduponbyan own sifter 1 
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Lady L. prevailed upon me, unknown to Lord G. to 
go with her to see this house. ’Tis a handsome house. I 
have but the one aforesaid objection to it—But let me ask 
you again: Is not the slight he has put upon me, in taking 
it without consulting me, an inexcusable thing?—I know 
you wilTsay it is. But I’ll tell you how I think to do—I 
will make him give up the contraft; and when he has 
done so, unknown to him, take the same house myself. 
This will be returning the compliment. His excuse is, He 
was sure I should like the house and the terms. If he is 
sure of my liking it, and has chosen it himself, the duce is 
in it, if I may not be sure of his—Would he dislike it, be¬ 
cause/liked it?—say so, if you dare, Harriet; and sup¬ 
pose me blameable. 

O my dear! What shall I do with this passionate man? 
I could not, you know, forgive him for the two unatoned- 
for fteps which he had taken, without some contrition: 
And do you think he would shew any?—Not he!—I said 
something that set him up; something bordering upon 
the whimsical—No matter what. He pranced upon it. I, 
with my usual meekness, calmly rebuked him; and then 
went to my harpsichord: And, what do you think? How 
shall I tell it? Yet to you I may—Why then he whisked 
his hat from under his arm (he was going out); and 
silenced, broke, demolished, my poor harpsichord. 

I was surprized: But instantly recovering myself; You 
are a violent wretch, Lord G. said I, quite calmly: How 
could you do so?—Suppose (and I took the wicked hat) I 
should throw it into the fire? But I gave it to him, and 
made him a fine courtesy. There was command of tem¬ 
per!—I thought, at the infant, of Epidletus and his 
snapt leg. Was I not as great a Philosopher? 


o 
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He is gone out. Dinner is ready; and no Lord G. Aunt 
Nell is upon the fret: But she remembers her late aft of 
delinquency; so is obliged to be sileqt. I have her under 
my thumb. 

The man came in after we had dined. I went to him, as 
if nothing had been the matter between us. You look 
vexed, my Lord!—It was a very violent aftion: It vexed 
me at firft: But you see how soon I recovered my temper. 
I wish you would learn patience of me. But, come, I for¬ 
give you; I will not be angry with you, for an evil that a 
little money will repair. I see you are vexed. 

So I am, madam, at my very soul! But it is not— 

Now to be helped—True, my Lord, and I forgive 
you— 

But curse me, if I forgive you, madam— 

O fie! that’s wickedly said: But I know you will, when 
I ask you. 

Aunt Nell sat by the window; her eyes half shut; her 
mouth as firmly closed, as if her lips were glewed to¬ 
gether. 

Madam, addressing himself to her, I shall set out to¬ 
morrow for Windsor. 

Windsor, my Lord? said I.—He answered me not. 

Ask my good Lord G. madam, said I, in a sweet hum¬ 
ble voice, how long he shall ftay at Windsor? 

How long my Lord? mumbled out aunt Nell— 

From Windsor I shall go to Oxford. , 

Ask him, madam, how long he shall be before he re¬ 
turns? 

How long, my Lord, shall you be absent from us? 

When I find I can return, and not be the jeft of myown 
wife—I may, perhaps—Thereheftopt, and looked ftately. 
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Tell my Lord, that he is too serious, madam. Tell him, 
that hardly any other man but would see I was at play 
with him, and would play again. 

You hear what my niece says, my Lord. 

I regard nothing she says. 

Ask Kim, madam, who is to be of his party. 

Who, my Lord, is to be of your party? 

Nobody; turning himself half round, that he might 
not be thought to answer me , but her. 

Ask him, madam, whether it be business or pleasure, 
that engages him to take this solitary tour? 

She looked the question to him. 

Neither, madam, to her. I left my pleasure some weeks 
ago, at St. George’s Church. I have never found it since. 

A strange forgetful man! and as ungrateful as forget¬ 
ful. And I ftept to him, and looked in his face, so courte¬ 
ously ! and with such a sweet smile! 

He sullenly turned from me, and to aunt Nell. 

Ask my Lord, If he takes this journey, thinking to ob¬ 
lige me? 

Ask him your own questions, niece. 

My Lord won’t answer me. 

He rutted, and bit his lip with vexation. 

Come, I’ll try once more if you think me worth an¬ 
swering—I think, my Lord, if you shall be gone a month 
or two , I may take a little trip to Northamptonshire. 
Emily shall go with me. The girl is very uneasy to see 
Miss Byron: And Miss Byron will rejoice to see us both. 
A visit from us will do her good. 

He took it, that I was not desirous of a short absence. 
And he pouched his mouth, and reared himself up, and 
swelled; but answered me not. 

See, madam, my Lord is sullen; he won’t answer me. I 

02 
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muSt get you to ask my questions. I think it my duty to 
ask leave to go. My Lord may go where he pleases, with¬ 
out my leave—Very fit he should. He is a man. I once 
could have done so; high-ho! but I have vowed obedi¬ 
ence and vassalage. I will not break my vow. Ask him, If 
.1 have his consent for a visit to Miss Byron, of a month or 
two? Ask him, madam, If he can make himself happy in 
my absence? I should otherwise be loth to go for so long a 
time. 

I should be as welcome, said he, to Miss Byron, as 
her — 

As her! As she! you should say, I believe, if you won’t 
say As you , madam, and bow to me—I believe so, my 
Lord. Miss Byron would rejoice to see any of my friends. 
Miss Byron is very good. 

Would to God— 

That somebody were half as good, interrupted I. Some¬ 
body understands you, my Lord, and wishes so too— 
Pray, madam, ask my Lord, If I may go?—His new 
house will be putting in order mean time— 

I will ask none of your questions for you— New house , 

fg e! You harp too much on one String. 

mean not offence. I have done with that subject. My 
d, to be sure, has domini on ove r his bird. He can 
)se h er cage. S he has nothing to do, butsTFand sing 
in it—when ner instrument is mended, and in tune— 
He has but one fault. He is too good-natured to his bird. 
-But would he take your advice madam— , 

Now, tho’ this may sound to you, Harriet, a little re¬ 
criminating; yet, I do assure you, I spoke it in a very 
sweet accent: Yet up got aunt Nell, in a passion: My 
Lord too was all alive. I put myself between her and the 
door; and throwing my arms about her, You shan’t go, 
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madam—Smiling sweetly in her glowing face. Upon my 
honour you shan’t. 

Wicked trifler! she called me, as I led her to a chair. 
Perverse girll and two or three other names;—apropos 
enough: My character is not difficult to hit; that’s the 
beauty of it. 

My Lord withdrew in wrath; and then the old Lady 
said, she would now tell me a piece of her mind: And she 
made me sit down by her; and thus she addressed me: 

Niece, it is my opinion, that you might be, if you 
1 would ., one of the happieft women in the world. 

You don’t hear me complain, madam. 

Well, if Lord G. did complain to me; it was to me: And 
you should be sorry for the occasion, and not for the com¬ 
plaint. 

I may be sorry for both, madam. 

Well, but Lord G. is one of the beft-natured men in 
the world— 

The man’s well enough. Passionate men, they say, are 
good-natured. 

Why won’t you be happy, niece? 

I will. I am not now ««-happy. 

More shame for you then, that you will not make Lord 
G.happy. 

He is captious. I am playful. That’s all. 

What do you think your brother would say— 

He would blame me, as you do. 

Dear creature, be good. Dear creature, make Lord G. 
happy. 

I am like a builder, madam. I am digging for a foun¬ 
dation. There is a good deal of rubbishy humours to re¬ 
move; a little swampiness of soil: And I am only remov¬ 
ing it, and digging deeper, to make my foundation sure. 
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' Take care, take care, niece: You may dig too deep. 
There may be springs: You may open, and never be able 
to ftop them, till they have sapped your foundation. Take 
care, niece. 

Thank you, madam, for your caution. Pity you had 
not been a builder yourself! 

Had such a fellow-labourer as Lord G. offered, I should 
not have refused a partnership with him, I do assure you. 

Fairly answered, aunt Nell! thought I. I was pleased 
with her. 

Don’t you think Lord G. loves you dearly? 

As to dearly, I can’t say: But I believe he loves me as 
well as mo& husbands love their wives. 

Are you not ungrateful then ? 

No. I am only at play with him. I don’t hate him. 

Hate him! Dreadful if you did! But he thinks you des¬ 
pise him. 

That is one of the rubbishy notions I want to remove. 
He would have it that I did, when he could have helped 
himself. But he injures me now, if he thinks so. I can’t 
say I have a very profound reverence for him. He and my 
Brother should not have been allied. But had I despised 
him in my heart, I should have thought myself a very bad 
creature for going to church with him. 

That’s well said. I love you now. Your brother, is, in¬ 
deed, enough to put all other men down with one. But 
may I tell Lord G. that you love him? 

No, madam. 

No! I am sorry for that. 

Let him find it out. But he ought to know so much of 
human nature, and of my sincerity, as to gather from my 
behaviour to him, that had I either hated or despised 
him, I would not have been his; and it would have been 
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impossible for me to be so playful with him; to be so 
domestic, and he so much at home with me. Am I fond of 
seeking occasions to carry myself from him? What de¬ 
lights, what diversions, what public entertainments, do I 
hunt after?—None. Is not he, are not all my friends, sure 
of finding me at home, whenever they visit me? 

So far, so good, said aunt Eleanor. 

I will open my heart to you, madam. You are my fa¬ 
ther’s sifter. You have a right to my sincerity. But you 
muft keep my secret. 

Proceed, my dear. 

I know my own heart, madam. If I thought I could not 
truSt it (and I wish Lord G. had a good opinion of it) I 
would not dance thus, as you suppose, on the edge of 
danger. 

Good creature!—I shall call you good creature by- 
and-by. Let me call Lord G. to us. 

I was silent. I contradicted her not. She rang. She bid 
the servant tell Lord G. that she desired his company. 
Lord G. was pranced out. She regretted (I was not glad) 
that he was. 

I will tell you what, my dear, said she. I have heard it 
suggested, by a friend of yours, that you would much 
rather have had Mr. Beauchamp— 

Not a word more of such a suggestion, madam. I 
should hate myself, were I capable of treating Lord G. 
meanly, or contemptibly, with a thought of preference to 
any man breathing, now I am his. I have a great opinion 
of Mr. Beauchamp. He deserves it. But I never had the 
shadow of a wish, that I had been his. I never should have 
spoken of my brother’s excellencies, as outshining those 
of Lord G. had he not been my brother , and therefore 
could not be more to me; and had they not been so con- 
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spicuous, that no other man could be disgraced by giving 
place to him. No, madam, let me assure you, once for all, 
that I am so far from despising my Lord G. that, were 
any misfortune to befal him, I should be a miserable 
woman. 

She embraced me. Why then— 

I know your inference, madam. It is a juft one. I am 
afraid I think as well of my own underftanding as I do of 
Lord G’s. I love to jeft, to play, to make him look about 
him. I dislike not even his petulance. You see I bear all 
the flings and throws, and peevishness, which he returns 
to my sauciness. I think I ought . His complaints of me to 
you, to Lord and Lady L. which bring upon me their and 
your grave lefturings, and even anger, I can forgive him 
for; and this I shew, by making those complaints matter 
of pleasantry rather than resentment. I know he intended 
well in taking the house, tho’ he consulted me not fir ft. It 
was surely wrong in him; yet I am not mortally offended 
with him for it. His violence to my poor harpsichord 
ftartled me; but I recollefted myself; and had he buffeted 
me inftead of that, as I was afraid he would, I should have 
thought I ought to have borne it, whether I could or not , 
-and to have returned him his hat wifK a*courtesy. Believe 
me, madam, I am not a bad, I am ohTy a whimsical crea¬ 
ture. I tried my brother once. I seTFuRltrp. I was afraid of 
him , indeed. But I tried him again. Then he called it con- 
ftitution, and laughed at me, and run me out of breath in 
my own way. So I let him alone. Lord L. Lady L. had it in 
turn. Lord G. has a little more than his turn perhaps: 
And why? because he is for ever fitting the cap to his 
head; and because I don’t love him less than those I am 
less free with. Come, madam, let me demand your kind 
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thoughts. I will deserve them. Contradiction and oppo¬ 
sition, mediators and mediatrices, have carried my play¬ 
fulness further than it would otherwise have gone. But 
henceforth your precepts, my brother' s, and Miss Bryon' s, 
shall not want their weight with me, whether I may shew 
it or not at the instant. My reign, I am afraid, will be but 
short. Let the man bear with me a little now-and-then. I 
am not absolutely ungenerous. If he can but shew his 
Love by his forbearance, I will endeavour to reward his 
forbearance with my Love. 

She embraced me, and said, That now she attributed 
to the gaiety of my spirits, and not to perverseness, my 
till-now unaccountable behaviour. I was sure, said she, 
that you were more your mother’s, than your father’s 
daughter. Let me, when my Lord comes in, see an in-. 
stance of the behaviour you bid me hope for. 

I will try, said I, what can be done. 

We parted. I went up to my pen; and scribbled down 
to this place. 

This moment my Lord is come in. Into my brother’s 
£tudy is he direftly gone. Not a question asked about me. 
Sullen! I warrant. He used to pay his duty to me, and ask 
blessing the moment he came in, if admissible [Is that a 
word, Harriet?]: But times are altered. Ah, Harriet! 
when I know I am saucy, I can bear negligence and 
slight: But when I intend to be good, knowing my own 
heart to be right, I shall be quite saucy if he is sullen. Is 
not the duty of wedded people reciprocal?—Aunt Elean¬ 
or and he are talking together. She is endeavouring, I 
suppose, to make a Philosopher of him. “Promise no¬ 
thing for me, aunt Nell. I will have the whole merit of my 
own reformation.” 
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LETTER XXX. 

Lady G. In Continuation . 

P REPARE, Harriet, to hear strange and wonderful 
things. 

My Lord sent up his compliments, and desired to 
know, if he might attend me. I was in my dressing-room. 
He was not always so polite. I wish, thought I, since dis¬ 
pleasure produces resped, that familiarity does not spoil 
this man. But I’ll try him. 

I shall be glad to see my Lord, was the answer I re¬ 
turned. 

Up he came, one leg dragged after the other. Not 
alert, as he used to be on admission to his Charlotte. The 
lad eight dairs his deps sounded, I, go, up, with, an, 
hea-vy, heart. He entered; bowed: Were the words yours, 
You should be glad to see me, madam? 

They were, my Lord. 

Would to God you said truth! 

I did. I am glad to see you. I wanted to talk with you— 
About this Northamptonshire visit? 

Are you in earned, madam, to make that visit? 

I am. Miss Byron is not well. Emily pines to see her as 
much as I. You have no objection? 

He was silent. 

Do you set out, to-morrow, Sir, for Windsor and Ox¬ 
ford? 

He sighed. I think so, madam. 

Shall you visit Lord W. ? 

I shall. 
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And complain to him of me my Lord?—He shook his 
grave head, as if there were wisdom in it—Be quiet, Har¬ 
riet—Not good all at once—That would not be to hold it. 

No, madam, I have done complaining to any-body. 
You will one day see you have not a< 5 ted generously by 
the man who loves you as his own soul. 

This, and his eyes glistening, moved me—Have we 
not been both wrong, my Lord? 

Perhaps we have, madam: But here is the difference— 
I have been wrong, with a right intention: You have been 
wrong, and Studied to be so. 

Prettily said—Repeat it, my Lord—How was it? And 
I took his hand, and looked very graciously. 

I cannot bear these airs of contempt. 

If you call them so, you are wrong, my Lord, tho’, per¬ 
haps, intending to be right. 

He did not see how good I was disposed to be. As I 
said, a change all at once would have been unnatural. 

Very well, madam! and turned from me with an air 
half-grieved, half-angry. 

Only answer me, my Lord; Are you willing I should 
go to Northamptonshire? 

If you choose to go, I have no objection. Miss Byron is 
an angel. 

Now, don’t be perverse, Lord G. Don’t praise Miss 
Byron at the expence of somebody else. 

Would to heaven, madam— 

I wish so too—And I put my hand before his mouth— 
So kindly! 

He held it there with both his, and kissed it. I was not 
offended. But do you actually set out for Windsor and 
Oxford to-morrow, my Lord? 
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Not, madam, if you have any commands for me. 

Why now, that’s well said. Has your Lordship any¬ 
thing to propose to me? 

I could not be so welcome to you as your escorte , as I 
am sure I should be to Miss Byron and her friends, as her 
guefl. 

You could not! How can you say so, my Lord? You 
would do me both honour and pleasure. 

What would I give, that you mean what you say! 

I do mean it, my Lord—My hand upon it—I held out 
my hand for his. He snatched it; and I thought would 
have devoured it. 

We will take the coach, my Lord, that I may have your 
company all the way. 

You equally astonish and delight me, madam! Is it 
possible that you are— 

Yes, yes, don’t, in policy, make it such a wonder that I 
am disposed to be what I ought to be. 

I shall be too, too, too happy! sobbed the man. 

I / No, no! I’ll take care of that/Married folks, brought 
f lup differently, of different humours, inclinations, and so- 
/forth, never can be too happ 4 , Now I intend to put up all 
ourlittle quarrels in my work-bag [You know I am a 
worker: Not quite so bad, at worff, as some modern 
wives]: There they shall lie, till we get to Miss Byron’s— 
I revere the charafter of Mrs. Shirley, my Harriet’s 
grandmother: Mrs. Selby you have seen: Harriet, and 
you, and I, and the two sages I have named, will get to¬ 
gether in some happy hour. Then I will open my work- 
bag, and take out our quarrels one by one, and lay them 
on the table before us; and we will be determined by their 
judgments. 

My dear Lady G. if you think there is any-thing amiss 
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in your behaviour to me, or in mine to you, let us spread 
the faults on your toilette now; and we shall go down to 
Northamptonshire all love and harmony, and delight 
those excellent— 

Always prescribing, my Lord!—O these men 1 —'Why 
will you riot let me have my own way?—Have not all these 
good folks heard of our folly? And shall they not be wit¬ 
nesses of our wisdom? If they are not at the agreement, 
they will wonder how it came about.—I tell you, Sir, that 
they shall have an opportunity to laugh at us both; at me y 
for my flippancy; at you, for your petulance. I will be sor¬ 
ry, you shall be ashamed, that quarrels so easily made up, 
and where the heart of either is not bad, should subsift a 
quarter of an hour, and be perpetually renewing. I will 
have my own way, I tell you. 

Don’t make me look like a fool, madam, before such 
Ladies as those, if we do visit them. 

I mutt have my jeft, my Lord. You know (for have you 
not tried it?) that I can have patience—Let me see—Is 
that the hat that you pulled off with an air so lately?— 
Pish! How your countenance falls! I am not angry with 
you. But don’t do so again, if you can help it—I mutt have 
my j eft, I say: But assure yourself of the firft place in my 
heart—What more would the man have? 

O madam; nothing, nothing morel And he kissed my 
hand on one knee, with a rapture, that he never could 
have known, had we always been quiet, easy, and drowsy, 
like some married folks, whom the world calls happy. 

But then the man came out with his gew-gaw japan- 
china tafte. Why, why is it the privilege of people of qual¬ 
ity now, to be educated in such a way, that their time can 
hardly ever be worthily filled up; and as if it were a dis¬ 
grace to be either manly or useful? He began to talk of 
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equipage, and such nonsense; but I cut him short, by 
telling him, that I muSl have my whole way on this occa¬ 
sion—Our visit is to be a private one, said I. We will have 
only the coach. Jenny shall attend on Emily and me. No 
other female servant. Two men: We will have no more. I 
will not have so much as your French horn. We go to the 
land of harmony. Kings sometimes travel incog. We will 
ape kings, when they put off royalty. Will not this thought 
gratify your pride?—You, my Lord, have some foibles to 
be cured of, as well as I.—We shall be wonderfully 
amended, both of us, by this excursion. 

Poor man! his heart was as light as a feather. Upon my 
word, my dear, I begin to think, that if my Lord and 
MaSler had been a wise man, I should not have known 
what to do with him. Yet I will not forgive any one but 
myself, who finds him out to be other- wise. 

He told me in raptures of joy, that I should direft 
every-thing as I pleased. God grant that I might not 
change my mind, as to the visit! He hoped I was in 
earnest; and looked now-and-then at me, as if he ques¬ 
tioned it. 

But what do you think the man did? He retired; came 
back presently; called me his dearest life; and said, That 
it was possible I might want to have an opportunity given 
me to make some presents, or to furnish myself with 
trinkets of one nature or another, against I set out; and he 
should be very sorry, if, by his inattention, I were obliged 
to ask him for the means to shew the natural liberality of 
my spirit in the way I thought beSl to exert it; and then he 
begged me to accept of that note; putting into my hand a 
bank note of 500 /. 

I Slept to my closet, and as inSlantly returned. This, 
my Lord, said I, is a moSl cruel reflexion upon me. It 
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looks as if I were to be bribed to.do my duty—There, my 
T.6rd, takdSack your present. I will endeavour to be good 
without it—And as a proof that I will, you muft not only 
receive back your favour (tho’ I look upon it as such, and 
from my heart thank you for it) but take, as your right, 
this note; which Lord W. presented to me on the day you 
received me as yours. 

He held back both hands, gratefully reludlant 

You muff, you shall, take both notes, my Lord. I only 
wanted a fit opportunity to put Lord W’s note into your 
hands before. It was owing to my flippant folly, and not 
to your want of aff ection, that I had not that opportunity^ 
sooner.{Bear with me now-and-then, if I should be silly 
again. Complain of me only to myself. My heart, I re¬ 
assure you, is yours, and yours only . I was not willing that 
you should owe to any other person’s interposition, my 
declarations of affeftion and regard to you, not even to 
Miss Byron (tho’ I talked of my work-bag) whom I lovej 
as my own Bitter. 

The worthy man was in ecstasies. He could not express 
in words the joy of his heart. He kneeled, and wrapt his 
arms about my wai£t; and sobbed his request to me to for¬ 
give his petulance, and the offences he had ever given me, 
by any adts of passion, or words of anger. 

You have not offended me, my Lord. Forgive my paft 
follies, and my future failures. When you were mo& an¬ 
gry, I wondered at your patience. Had I been you, I 
should not have borne what you bore with me. 

For God’s sake, madam, take back both notes. We can 
have but one interest. You will make me easier, when I 
know, that you have power in your hands to gratify every 
wish of your heart. 

You mull , you shall, my Lord, take these notes. I will 
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apply to you whenever I have occasion, and receive your 
favours, as such. I wish not to be independent of you. I 
have a handsome sum by me, the moiety of the money 
that was my mother’s, which my brother divided be¬ 
tween my sifter and me, when he first came over. Is not 
the settlement made upon me more than my brother ask¬ 
ed, or thought I should expert? Did he not oppose so 
large an annuity for pin-money, as your father, Lady 
Gertrude, and you, would have me accept of, because he 
thought that such a large allowance might make a wife 
independent of her husband, and put it out of his power, 
with discretion, to oblige her? My brother, in an instance 
glorious to him, said, That he would not be a richer man 
than he ought to be. In such instances I will be his sifter. 

Aunt Nell joined us. My Lord, in transports, told her 
what had passed. The good old soul took the merit of the 
reformation to herself. She wept over us. She rejoiced to 
hear of our intended journey to Northamptonshire. My 
Lord proposed to have the house he had taken fitted up to 
my liking, while we were away. At his desire, I promised 
to see it in his company, and give my opinion of his de¬ 
signed alterations. But as I know he has judgment in 
nick-knackatories, and even as much as I wish him in 
what is called talle, I intend to compliment him with 
leaving all to him, and resolve to be satisfied with what¬ 
ever he does. 

And now is the good man so busy, so pleased, so im¬ 
portant! Bless me, my dear! Who would rob the honeft 
man of any part of his merit; or even wish to divide it 
with him? 

And what, Harriet, do you say to me now ?—In a 
week’s time I shall be with you. Be sure be chearful, and 
well; or I shall be ready to queftion my welcome. 
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This moment, having let Dr. Bartlett into our intended 
visit, he has offered to accompany us. Now shall we, I 
know, be doubly welcome. The Doctor, Emily, my Lord 
G. and your Charlotte, will be happy in one coach. The 
tDoCtor is prodigiously pleased with me. What is the text? 
\M.ore joy in heaven over one sinner that repenteth , than over 
\ginety-and-nin ejusl persons, who need it not. 

I long to see you, and every one of the family, so de¬ 
servedly dear to you. God give you health; and us no 
worse news from Italy than we have yet had; and how 
happy shall we be!—Lord and Lady L. wish they could 
be of the party. They are in love with me now. Emily 
says, she dotes upon me. I begin to think that there is 
almost as much pleasure in being good, as in teazing. Yet 
a little roguery rises now-and-then in the heart of 


June 8. 


Your CHARLOTTE G. 


The Doctor has been so good (I believe because I am 
good) as to allow me to take a copy of a Letter of my bro¬ 
ther’s to that wretch Everard; but for your perusal only. 
I inclose it, therefore, under that restriction. Let it speak 
its own praises. 

We are actually preparing to be your gueSts. You will 
only have time to forbid us, if we shall not be welcome. 

Merciful 1 what a pacquet! 


P 
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LETTER XXXI. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Mr. Grandison. 

Bologna , June 4. N. S. 

W HAT can I do for my cousin ? Why would he op¬ 
press me with so circumstantial an account of the 
heavy evil that has befallen him, and not point out a way 
by which I could comfort or relieve him? Don’t be afraid 
of what you call the severity of my virtue. I should be 
ready to question the rectitude of my own heart, if, on 
examination, I had not reason to hope, that charity is the 
principal of those virtues which you attribute to me. You 
recriminate enough upon yourself. In what way I can ex¬ 
tricate or assiSt you, is now my only question. 

You ask my advice, in relation to the payment of the 
debts which the world calls debts of honour; and for 
which you have asked, and are granted, three months 
time. Have you not, Sir, Strengthened your engagement 
by your requeSt? And have not they intitled themselves to 
the performance, by their compliance with it? The obli¬ 
gation which rashness, and, perhaps, surprize, laid you 
under, your deliberation has confirmed. 

You say, that your new creditors are men of the town, 
sharpers, and gameSters. But, my cousin, how came you 
among such? They came not to you. I say not this to up¬ 
braid you: But I muSt not have you deceive yourself. 
Who but a man’s self is to suffer by his rashness or incon¬ 
sideration? They are reputed to have been possessed of 
fortunes, however they came by them, which would have 
enabled them to answer the stakes they played for, had 
they been the losers: And would you not have exacted 
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payment from them, had you been the winner? Did you 
at the time suspect loaded dice, or foul play? You are not, 
Sir, a novice in the ways of the town. If you had good 
proof of what, from the ill success you seem only to suspett y 
I should not account the debts incurred debts of honour ; 
and should hardly scruple, had I not indirectly promised 
payment, by asking time for it, or had they refused to give 
it, to call in to my aid the Laws of my country; and the 
rather, as the appeal to those Laws would be a security to 
me, againSt ever again being seen in such company. 

Adversity is the trial of principle: Without it, a rnan 
hardly knows, whether he is an honest man. Two things 
"my cousin, in his present difficulties, muft guard against; 
the one, that he do not suffer himself to be prevailed upon, 
in hopes to retrieve his losses, to frequent the tables, by 
which he has suffered; and so become one of the very 
men he has so much reason to wish he had avoided [Who 
would not rather be the sufferer, than the defrauder? 
What muft be the nature of that man, who having him¬ 
self been ruined, will endeavour to draw in other inno¬ 
cent men to their ruin ?]. 

The other, that he do not permit prior and worthier 
creditors (creditors from valuable considerations) to suf¬ 
fer by the distresses in which he has involved himself. 

It is a hard decision: But were I my cousin, I would 
diveSt myself of my whole eState (were it necessary) for 
the satisfaction of my creditors; and leave it to their gen¬ 
erosity, to allow me what pittance they pleased for sub¬ 
sistence; and within that pittance would I live, not only 
for juStice sake, but (were my difficulties owing to my 
own inconsideration) as a juSt punishment for not being 
satisfied with my own ampler fortune, and for putting to 
hazard a certainty, in hopes of obtaining a share in the 

P 2 
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property of others. Excuse me, my dear Everard; I mean 
not particular reflexion; but only to give you my notion 
of general justice in cases of this nature. 

Acquit yourself worthily of these difficulties. I con¬ 
sider you as my brother: And you shall be welcome to 
take with me a brother’s part of my estate, till you can be 
restored to a competency. 

But with regard to the woman whom the infamous 
Lord B. would impose upon you as a wife, that is an im¬ 
position to which you muft not submit. Had she been the 
poorest honest girl in Britain, and you had seduced her 
by promises of marriage, I muft have made it the con¬ 
dition of our continued friendship, that you had married 
her. But a kept woman!—Let not her , Let not the bad 
man , have such a triumph. I know his character well: I 
know his dependence on the skill of his arm: And I know 
his litigious spirit, and the use he is capable of making of 
his privilege. But regard not these: Let me advise you, 
Sir, after you have secured to your creditors the payment 
of their juft debts, to come over to me: The sooner the 
better. By this means you will be out of the way of being 
difturbed by the menaces of this Lord, and the machina¬ 
tions of this woman. We will return together. I will make 
your cause my own. As well the courage, as the quality, of 
the man who can be unjuft, is to be despised. Is not Lord 
B. an unjuft man in every article of his dealings with men? 
Do not you, my dear cousin, be so in any-one\ and you 
will ever command the true fraternal Love of , 

Tour 

CHARLES GRANDISON. 
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LETTER XXXII. 

Lady G.\To Lady L. 

• Selby-house, Friday, June 16. 

H E R E we are, my Caroline: And the happiest people 
in the world should we be, if Harriet were but well, 
my brother in England, and you and Lord L. with us. 

Mrs. Selby, Lucy, Nancy, Harriet, met us at Stony- 
Stratford, escorted by uncle Selby, and his kinsman 
James. 

My Lord and I were Dear, Love, and Life, all the 
journey. I was the sweetefl-tempered. creature!—Joyful 
people are not always wise ones. When the heart is open, 
silly things will be said; any-thing, in short, that comes 
uppermost. I kindly allowed for my Lord’s joy, on twen¬ 
ty occasions. I smiled when he smiled, laughed out when 
he laughed out, did not talk to any-body else when he 
directed his discourse to me; so that the honest man 
crowed all the way. It is a charming thing, thought I, 
several times, to be on a foot of good understanding with 
each other; for now I can call him honetil man, or any 
names, that lately would have made him prance and ca¬ 
per; and he takes every-thing kindly: Nay, two or three 
times he called me honett woman ; but laughed and looked 
round him at the time, as if he were conscious that he had 
made a bold, as well as witty retort. 

Let me tell you, Lady L. that I intend to give him 
signs when he exceeds, and other signs when he is right 
and clever; and I will accept of signs from him, that he 
may not be affronted. I am confident that we shall be in 
time an amazing happy couple. 
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Emily was rejoiced to see her equally beloved and re¬ 
vered Miss Byron. Miss Byron embraced Emily with the 
affe&ion of a si&er. My honest man kissed Miss Byron’s 
hand on one knee, in the fervour of his love and gratitude; 
for I had let him know, that he owed much of his present 
happiness to her. She congratulated him whisperingly, 
in my hearing, on my being good. 

James Selby almost wept for Love over Emily’s hand; 
while Emily looked as sleek and as shy as a bird new- 
caught, for fear of being thought to give him encourage¬ 
ment, after what you may remember passed between 
them at Dun&able. 

Aunt Selby, Lucy, Nancy, were all in rapture to see us: 
We to see them. We were mother and sifters the moment 
we were seated. Uncle Selby began to crack his jokes 
upon me in the firft half-hour. I spared him not: And 
Lord G. since I muft have somebody to play the rogue 
with, will fare the better for him; Dr. Bartlett was the 
revered of every heart. By the way, I am in high credit 
with that good man, for my behaviour to my Lord. 

Miss Byron received him with open arms, and even, as 
her father, with an offered cheek: And the modest man 
was so much affedted by her filial regard for him, that I 
was obliged, for our own sakes, to whisper her, to rein-in 
her joy to see him, that we might have the pleasure of 
hearing him talk. 

When we arrived at Selby-house, our joy was renewed, 
as if we had not seen each other at Stratford. , 

O, I should have told you, that in our journey from 
Stratford hither, aunt Selby, Harriet, Emily, and I, were 
in one coach: And I had, as we went on, a great deal of 
good in£trudtion insinuated to me, by way of felicitation, 
on my being so very kind and obliging to Lord G. And, 
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as if I had been a child (correfted for being untoward) 
they endeavoured to coax me into a perseverance in what 
they called my duty. Aunt Selby, on this occasion, per¬ 
formed the maternal part with so much good sense, and 
her praise and her cautions were so delicately insinuated, 
that I began to think, it was almost as pretty to be good as 
to be saucy. 

Upon the whole, I really believe Lord G. will have rea¬ 
son to rejoice, as long as he lives, that he was ruled by his 
wife, in changing his Windsor and Oxford journey for 
this of Northamptonshire. So rights thing is it for men to 
be governable; and, perhaps, you’ll add, for women to 
keep good company. 

Lord L. thinks you, my sage sifter, so good already, 
that you need not be better, or I would wish him to send 
you down to Selby-house. 

Well may Harriet revere her grandmother. That ven¬ 
erable woman is good in every sense of the word. She is 
pious, charitable, benevolent, affectionate, condescend¬ 
ing to the very foibles of youth; chearful, wise, patient 
under the infirmities of age, having outlived all herwishes 
but one; which is, to see her Harriet happily married: 
And then, she says, she hopes to be soon released. Never 
could she be so much admired in her blooming youth, tho’ 
she was then, it seems, deservedly celebrated, both for 
her mind and person, as she is now in her declining age. 

You have seen and admire Mrs. Selby. She rises upon 
me every hour. It gives one’s heart joy, Lady L. to look 
forward, beyond the age of youth and flutter, when we see 
by these Ladies, that women in their advanced years may, 
to express myself in the ftile of Sir Rowland Meredith, be 
good for something; or ftill better, that the matronly time 
of female life is by far the moft eftimable of all the ftages 



2i6 The History of [Vol. 4. 

of it; if they make good wives, good mistresses, and good 
mothers: And, let me say, good aunts ; were it but to keep 
in countenance aunt Gertrude and aunt Nell; who* good 
souls 1 will now hardly ever be mothers. 

Lucy is an excellent young creature. Nancy, when 
Lucy is not present, is as excellent. Her cousins Kitty and 
Patty Holies are agreeable young women. 

James Selby is a good sort of blundering well-meaning 
great boy; who, when he has lived a few years longer , may 
make much such a good sort of man, as my Lord G, 
There’s for you, my once catechizing sifter! Pray be as 
ready to praise, as you used to be to blame me. I find duty 
and love growing faft upon me. I shall get into a custom 
of bringing in Lord G. on every occasion that will do him 
credit: And then I shall be like Lady Betty Clemson; who 
is so perpetually dinning the ears of her guests with her 
domestic superlatives, that we are apt to suspeft the truth 
of all she says. 

But Harriet, our dear Harriet, is not at all well. She 
visibly falls away; and her fine complexion fades. Mr. 
Deane was here a week ago; and Lucy tells me, was so 
much startled at the alteration in her lovely counten¬ 
ance, that he broke from her, and shed tears to Lucy. 
This good girl and Nancy lament to each other the too 
visible change: But when they are with the reft of the 
family, they all seem afraid to take notice of it to one an¬ 
other. She herself takes generous pains to be lively, chear- 
ful, and unapprehensive, for fear of giving concern to her 
grandmother and aunt; who will sometimes sit and con¬ 
template the alteration, sigh, and, now-and-then, drop a 
silent tear, which, however, they endeavour to smile off, 
to avoid notice. I have already observed, that as these 
good Ladies sit in her company, they watch in silent love 
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every turn of her mild and patient eye, every change of 
her charming countenance; for they too well know to 
what to impute the inward malady, which has approach¬ 
ed the be£t of hearts; and they know that the cure cannot 
be within the art of the physician. They, as we do, admire 
her voice, and her playing. They ask her for a song, for a 
lesson on her harpsichord. She plays, she sings, at the 
very fir£t word. In no one a61 of chearfulness does she re¬ 
fuse to join. Her grandmother and her aunt Selby fre¬ 
quently give a private Ball. The old Lady delights to see 
young people chearful and happy. She is always present, 
and diretts the diversion; for she has a fine tafte. We are 
often to have these Balls, for our entertainment. Miss 
Byron, her cousins say, knowing the delight her grand¬ 
mother takes in these amusements, for the sake of the 
young people, to whom she considers it as a healthful ex¬ 
ercise, as well as diversion, is one of the alerted in them. 
She excuses not herself, nor encourages that supineness 
that creeps on, and invades a heart ill at ease. Yet every 
one sees, that solitude and retirement are her choice; tho’ 
she is very careful to have it supposed otherwise; and, on 
the fir£t summons, hastens into company, and joins in the 
conversation. O she is a lovely, and beloved young crea¬ 
ture ! I think verily, that tho’ she was the admiration of 
every-body when she was with us, yet she is, if possible, 
more amiable at home, and among her own relations. Her 
uncle Selby raillies her sometimes: But respedl, as well as 
love, are visible in his countenance, when he does: In her 
returns sweetness and reverence are mingled. She never 
forgets that the raillier is her uncle; yet her delicacy is not 
more apparent, than that she is mistress of fine talents in 
that way; but often restrains them, because she has far 
more superior ones to value herself upon. And is not this 
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the case with my brother also?—Not so, I am afraid, with 
your Charlotte. 

All her friends, however, rejoice in our visit to them 
for her sake. They compliment me on my lively turn; and 
hope for a happy effedt on Miss Byron from it. 

I cannot accuse her of reserve to me. She owns her 
Love for our brother as frankly as she used to do, after we 
had torn the secret from her bosom at Colnebrook. She 
acknowleges to me, that she glories in it, and will not try 
to conquer it; because she is sure the trial will be to no 
purpose; an excuse, by the way, that if the conquest be 
necessary , would better become the mouth of your Char¬ 
lotte than that of our Harriet: And so I have told her. 

She prays for the restoration of Lady Clementina, and 
recovery of Signor Jeronymo. She loves to talk of the 
whole Italian family; and yet seems fully assured that 
Clementina will be the happy woman. But, surely, Har¬ 
riet must be our sister. She values herself upon my 
brother’s so solemnly requesting and claiming her 
friendship. True friendship, she but this morning arg¬ 
ued with me, being disinterested, and more intellectual 
than personal, is nobler than Love. Love, she said, does 
not always ripen into Friendship, as is too frequently 
seen in wedlock. 

But does not the dear creature refine too much when 
she argues thus? A calm and easy kind of eSteem, is all I 
have to judge from in my matrimony. I know not what 
Love is. At the very highest, and when I was moSt a fooj, 
my motive was supposed convenience (in order to be freed 
from the apprehended tyranny of a father); and that never 
carried me beyond liking. But you, Lady L. was an adept 
in the passion. Pray tell me, if there be a difference be¬ 
tween Love and Friendship, which is the nobleSt? Upon 
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my opposing You and Lord L. (so truly one mind) to her 
argument, she said, That yours is Love mellowed into 
Friendship, upon full proof of the merit of each: But, 
that there was a time, that the flame was Love only, 
founded in hope of the merit; and the proof might have 
been wanting; as it often is, when the hope has been as 
strong, and seemingly as well founded, as in your court¬ 
ship. 

Harriet, possibly, may argue from her own situation, 
in order to make her heart easy; and my brother is so un¬ 
questionably worthy, that Love and Friendship may be 
one thing, in the bosom of a woman admiring him; since 
he will not enter into any obligation, that he cannot, that 
he will not, religiously perform: And if this refinement 
will make her heart easier, and enable her to allow his 
Love to be placed elsewhere, because of a prior claim, 
and of circumstances that call for generous compassion, 
while she can content herself with the offered Friendship, 
I think we ought to indulge her in her delicate notions. 

Selby-house is a large, convenient, well-furnished ha¬ 
bitation. To-morrow we are to make a visit, with Lucy 
and Nancy, to their branch of the Selby Family. James is 
gone before. Those two girls are orphan s: But their grand¬ 
mother by their mother’s side (a good old Lady, mother- 
in-law to Mr. Selby) lives with them, or, rather, they with 
her; and loves them. 

On our return, we are to have our firSl private Ball, at 
Shirley-manor; a fine old seat, which, already, the bene¬ 
volent owner calls her Harriet’s; with an estate of about 
500/. a year round it. 

Adieu, my dear Lady L.—My Lord and you, I hope, 
will own me now. Yet are you not sometimes surprised at 
the suddenness of my reformation? Shall I tell you how it 
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came about? To own the truth, I began to find the man 
could beftout. “Charlotte, thought I, what are you about? 
You mean not to continue for ever your playful folly. You 
have no malice, no wickedness, in your sauciness; only a 
little levity: It may grow into habit:—Make your retreat 
while you can with honour; before you harden the man’s 
heart and ,find your reformation a matter of indifference 
to him. You have a few good qualities; are not a modern 
woman; have neither wings to your shoulders, nor gad¬ 
fly in your cap: You love home. At present the honest 
man loves you. He has no vices. Every one loves you; but 
all your friends are busy upon your conduit. You will 
estrange them from you. The man will not be a King Log 
—Be you a prudent Frog, left you turn him into a Stork. 
A weak man, if you suppose him weak, made a tyrant, will 
be an insupportable thing. I shall make him appear weak 
in the eyes of every-body else, when I have so much grace 
left, as would make me rise againft any one who should 
let me know they thought him so. My brother will be re¬ 
flected upon for his solicitude to carry me to church with 
a man, whom I shall make the world think I despise. Har¬ 
riet will renounce me. My wit will be thought folly. Does 
not the suckling Emily, does not the ftale virgin aunt 
Eleanor, think they have a right to blame, entreat, in- 
ftruit me? I will be good of choice, and make my duty 
received as a favour. I have travelled a great way in the 
road of perverseness. I see briars, thorns, and a pathless 
track, before me. I may be benighted: The day is far, 
gone. Serpents may be in the brakes. I will get home as 
faft as I can; and rejoice every one, who now only won¬ 
ders what is become of me ” 

These, Lady L. were some of my reasonings. Make 
your advantage of them againft me, if you can. You see 
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that your grave wisdom had some weight with my light 
folly. Allow a little for constitution now-and-then; and 
you shall not have cause to be ashamed of your siSter. 

Let me conclude this subje£t, half one way, half t’other 
—that is to say, half serious, half roguish: If my Lord 
would but be cured of his taSte for trifles and nick-knacks, 
I should, possibly, be induced to consider him as a man of 
better understanding than I once thought him: But who 
can forbear, sometimes, to think slightly of a man, who, 
by effeminacies, and a Shell and China taSte, undervalues 
himself? I hope I shall cure him of these foibles; and, if I 
can, I shall consider him as a work of my own hands, and 
be proud of him, in compliment to myself. 

Let my aunt Eleanor (no more Nell, if I can help it) 
know how good I continue to be. And now I will relieve 
you and myself, with the assurance that I am, and ever 
will be, notwithstanding yours and Lord L’s paSt severity 
tome, 

Tour truly affectionate Siller, 

CH. G. 


LETTER XXXIII. 

Lady G. To Lady L. 

Selby-house, Monday, July 24*. 

L ORD bless me, my dear, what shall we do! My bro¬ 
ther, in all probability, may, by this time!—But I 
cannot, cannot tell how to suppose it!—Ah the poor 

* Several Letters, written in the space between the last date, June 16. 
and the present, which give an account of their diversions, visits, enter¬ 
tainments, at Selby-house, Shirley-manor, &c. are omitted. 
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Harriet! The three Letters from my brother, which, by 
the permission of Dr. Bartlett, I inclose, will shew you, 
that the Italian affair is now at a crisis. 

Read them in this place; and return them sealed up, 
and directed for the Doctor. 


LETTER XXXIV. 

<SVr Charles Grandison, To Dr. Bartlett. 

Florence , Wednesday , July 5-16. 

T HREE weeks have now paft since the date of my 
laft Letter to my paternal friend. Nor has it, in the 
main, been a disagreeable space of time; since within it I 
have had the pleasure of hearing from you and other of 
my friends in England; from those at Paris; and good 
news from Bologna, where-ever I moved, as well from 
the Bishop and Father Marescotti as from Mr. Lowther. 

The.Bishop particularly tells me, that they ascribe to 
the amendment of the brother, the hopes they now have 
of the sixer’s recovery. 

I passed near a fortnight of this time at Naples and 
Portici. The General, and his Lady, who is one of the beft 
of women, made it equally their ftudy to oblige and am¬ 
use me. 

The General, on my firft arrival at Naples, entered 
into talk with me, on my expectations with regard to his 
sifter. I answered him as I had done his mother; and he 
was satisfied with what I said. 

When we parted, he embraced me as his brother and 
friend; and apologized for the animosity he once had to 
me. If it pleased God to reftore his sifter, no more from 
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him, he said, should her mind be endangered: But her 
choice should determine him. His Lady declared her 
esteem for me, without reserve; and said, That next to 
the recovery of Clementina and Jeronymo, her wish was, 
to be intitled to call me Brother. 

What; my dear Dr. Bartlett, is, at laft, to be my dest¬ 
iny 1 The greatest opposer of the alliance once in view, is 
overcome: But the Bishop, you will observe, by what I 
have told you, ascribes to another cause the merit which 
the General gives me; with a view, possibly, to abate my 
expectation. Be the event as it may, I will go on in the 
course I am in, and leave to Providence the issue. 

Mrs. Beaumont returned from Bologna but yesterday. 

She confirms the favourable account I had before re¬ 
ceived of the great alteration for the better that there is in 
the health both of brother and sifter; and, because of that, 
in the whole family. Mr. Lowther, she says, is as highly, 
as deservedly, caressed by every one. Jeronymo is able to 
sit up two hours in a day. He has tried his pen, and finds 
it will be again in his power to give his friends pleasure 
with it. 

Mrs. Beaumont tells me, that Clementina generally 
twice a day visits her beloved Jeronymo. She has taken 
once more to her needle, and often sits and works in her 
brother’s room. This amuses her, and delights him. 

She converses generally without much rambling; and 
seems to be very soon sensible of her misfortune, when 
she begins to talk incoherently: For at such times she im¬ 
mediately ftops; not seldom sheds a tear; and either with¬ 
draws to her own closet, or is silent. 

She several times directed her discourse to Mr. Low¬ 
ther, when she met him in her brother’s chamber. She 
observed great delicacy when she spoke of me to him; 
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and dwelt not on the subject: But was very inquisitive 
about England, and the cuftoms and manners of the 
people; particularly of the women. 

Every-body has made it a rule (Jeronymo among the 
reft, and to which also Camilla ftriftly conforms) never 
to lead her to talk of me. She, however, asks often after 
me; and numbers the days of my absence. 

At one time, seeking Mrs. Beaumont in her dressing- 
room, she thus accofted her: I come, madam, to ask you, 
Why every-body forbears to mention the Chevalier Gran- 
dison; and when / do, talks of some-body or something 
else? Camilla is as perverse in this way as any body: Nay, 
Jeronymo (I have tried him several times) does the very 
same. Can Jeronymo be ungrateful? Can Jeronymo be 
indifferent to his friend, who has done so much for him? I 
hope I am not looked upon as a silly, or as a forward crea¬ 
ture that am nottobetruftedwithhearing the name of the 
man mentioned, for whom I profess an high efteem and 
gratitude. Tell me, madam, have I, at any time in my un¬ 
happy hours, behaved or spoken aught not worthy of my 
character, of my family, of the modefty of woman?—If I 
have , my heart renounces the guilt; I muft, indeed, have 
been unhappy; I could not be Clementina della Porretta. 

Mrs. Beaumont set her heart at ease on this subjeft. 

Well, said she, it shall be seen, I hope so, that true 
modefty, and high gratitude, may properly have a place 
together in this heart, putting her hand to her bosom. Let 
me but own, that I efteem him; for I really do; and I hope 
my sincerity shall never mislead or betray me into inde¬ 
corum : And now, madam, let us talk of him for one quar¬ 
ter of an hour, and no more. Here is my watch; it is an 
English watch; nobody knows that I bought it for that 
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very reason. Don’t you tell. She then, suspedting her 
head, dropt a tear; and withdrew in silence. 

Mrs. Beaumont, my dear friend, knows the true slate 
of my heart; and she pities me. She wishes that the Lady’s 
reason may be established; she is afraid it should be 
risqued by opposition: But there is a man whom she 
wishes to be Clementina’s. There is a woman—But—do 
thou, Providence, diredt us both! All that thou ordereSt 
muSt be beSt. 

Mrs. Beaumont thinks Lady Clementina is at times 
too solemn: And is the more apprehensive when she is so, 
as there is a greatness in her solemnity, which she is 
afraid will be too much for her. She has often her silent 
fits, in which she is regardless of what any-body but her 
mother says to her. 

As she grows better, the fervor of her devotion, which 
in her highest delirium never went quite off, increases. 
Nor do they discourage, but indulge her in it, because in 
her, it seems, by the chearfulness with which her ardent 
zeal is attended, to be owing to true piety, which they 
ju&ly observe never makes a good mind sour, morose, or 
melancholy. 

Mrs. Beaumont says, that for two days before she came 
away, she had shewn, on several occasions that she began 
to expedt my return—She broke silence in one of her 
dumb fits—“Twenty days, did he say, Camilla?” and 
was silent again. 

The day before Mrs. Beaumont set out, as she, the 
young Lady, and Marchioness, were sitting at work to¬ 
gether, Camilla entered with unusual precipitation, with 
a message from the Bishop, desiring leave to attend them 
—And the Marchioness saying, By all means, pray let 

q 
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him come in, the young Lady, on hearing him approach, 
laid down her work, changed colour, and £tood up with 
an air of dignity. But on the Bishop’s entrance, sat down 
with a look of dissatisfa&ion, as if disappointed. 

Adieu, my dear friend! I shall reach Bologna, I hope, 
to-morrow night. You will soon have another Letter from 

Your truly-affeftio nate 

GRANDISON. 


LETTER XXXV. 

Sir Charles Grandison. In Continuation. 

Bologna, July 7—18. 

I T was late la£t night before I arrived at this place. I sent 
my compliments to the family. In the morning I went 
to their palace, and was immediately conducted to the 
chamber of Signor Jeronymo. He was disposing himself 
to rise, that he might receive me up, in order to rejoice me 
on his ability to do so. I sat down by him, and received the 
overflowings of his grateful heart. Every-body, he told 
me, was amended both in health and spirits. 

Camilla came in soon after, congratulating me on my 
arrival in the name of her young Lady. She let me know, 
that in less than a quarter of an hour she would be ready 
to receive my visit. , 

O Sir, said the good woman, miracles! miracles!—We 
are all joy and hope 1 

At going out, she whispered as she passed (I was then 
at the window) My young Lady is dressing in colours, to 
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receive you. She will no more appear to you, she says, in 
black—Now, Sir, will you soon reap the reward of all 
your goodness; for the General has signified to my Lord 
his entire acquiescence with his sifter’s choice, and their 
determination. 

The Bishop came in: Chevalier, said he, you are wel¬ 
come, thrice welcome, to Bologna. You have subdued us 
all. Clementina commands her own destiny. The man 
whom she chooses to call hers, be he who he will, will have 
a treasure in her, in every sense of the word. 

The Marquis, the Count, Father Marescotti, all sev¬ 
erally made me the highest compliments. The Count 
particularly, taking my hand, said, From us, Chevalier, 
nothing will be wanting to make you happy: From you, 
there can be but one thing wanting to make us so. 

The Marchioness entering, saved me any other return, 
than by bowing to each. Before I could speak to her, Wel¬ 
come, Chevalier, said she: But you are not come before 
you were wished for. You will find, we have kept a more 
exadt account of the days of your absence, than we did be¬ 
fore. I hope her joy to see you will not be too much for her. 
Clementina ever had a grateful heart. 

The Chevalier’s prudence, said Father Marescotti, 
may be confided in. He knows how to moderate his own 
joy on his firdt address to her, on seeing her so greatly 
amended: And then Lady Clementina’s natural delicacy 
will not have an example to carry her joy above her reason. 

The Chevalier, madam, said the Bishop, smiling, will, 
at this rate, be too secure. We leave him not room for pro¬ 
fessions. But he cannot be ungenerous. 

The Chevalier Grandison, said the kind Jeronymo, 
speaks by a6lion: It is his way. His head, his heart, his 

q 2 
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lips, his hands, are governed by one motion, and directed 
by one spring. When he leaves no room for doubt, pro¬ 
fessions would depreciate his service. 

He then ascribed an extraordinary merit to me, on my 
leaving my native country and friends, to attend them in 
person. 

We may, perhaps, my reverend friend, be allowed to 
repeat the commendations given us by grateful and bene¬ 
volent friends, when we cannot otherwise so well do just¬ 
ice to the generous warmth of such exalted spirits. The 
noble Jeronymo, I am confident, were he in my place, 
and I in his, would put a more moderate value on the like 
services, done by himself. What is friendship, if, on the 
like calls, and blessed with power, it is not ready to exert 
itself in attion? 

Grandison, replied the Bishop, were he one of us, might 
expedl Canonization. In a better religion, we have but 
few young men of quality and fortune so good as he; tho’ 
I think none so bad, as many of the pretended Reformed, 
who travel, as if to copy our vices, and not to imitate our 
virtues 

I was overwhelmed with gratitude, on a reception so 
very generous and unreserved. Camilla came in season¬ 
ably with a message from the young Lady, inviting my 
attendance on her in her dressing-room. 

The Marchioness withdrew ju£t before. I followed 
Camilla. She told me, as we went, that she thought her 
not quite so sedate as she had been for some days paft; 
which she supposed owing to her hurrying in dressing, 
and to her expe&ation of me. 

The mother and daughter were together. They were 
talking, when I entered—Dear fanciful girl 11 heard the 
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mother say, disposing otherwise some flowers that she 
had in her bosom. 

Clementina, when her mind was sound, used to be all 
unaffefted elegance. I never saw but one woman who 
equalled her in that respedt. Miss Byron seems conscious, 
that she may tru£l to her native charms; yet betrays no 
pride in her consciousness. Who ever spoke of her jewels, 
that beheld her face? For mingled dignity, and freedom 
of air and manner, these two Ladies excel amongst wo¬ 
men. 

Clementina appeared exceedingly lovely. But her fan¬ 
cifulness in the disposition of her ornaments, and the 
unusual lustre of her eyes, which every one was wont to 
admirefortheir serene brightness, shewed an imagination 
more disordered than I hoped to see; and gave me pain at 
my entrance. 

The Chevalier, my Love! (said the Marchioness, turn¬ 
ing round to me) Clementina, receive your friend. 

She itood up, dignity and sweetness in her air. I ap¬ 
proached her: She refused not her hand. The General, 
madam, and his Lady, salute you by me. 

They received you, I am sure, as the friend of our 
family. But tell me, Sir, smiling, have you not exceeded 
your promised time? 

Two or three days only. 

Only , Sir!—Well, I upbraid you not. No wonder that 
a man so greatly valued, cannot always keep his time. 

She hesitated, looked at her mother, at me, and on the 
floor, visibly at a loss. Then, as sensible of her wandering, 
turned aside her head, and took out her handkerchief. 

Mrs. Beaumont, madam, said I, to divert her chagrin, 
sends you her compliments. 
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Were you at Florence?—Mrs. Beaumont, said you! 
Were you at Florence! Then running to her mother, she 
threw her arms about her neck, hiding her face in her 
bosom—O, madam, conceal me 1 conceal me from my¬ 
self. I am not well. 

Be comforted, my beft Love, wrapping her maternal 
arms about her, and kissing her forehead; you will be 
better presently. 

I made a motion to withdraw. The Marchioness, by 
her head, approving, I went into the next apartment. 

She soon enquired for me, and, on notice from Cam¬ 
illa, I returned. 

She sat with her head leaning on her mother’s shoul¬ 
der. She raised it—Excuse me, Sir, said she. I cannot be 
well, I see—But no matter! I am better, and I am worse, 
than I was: Worse , because I am sensible of my calamity. 

Her eyes had then loft all that luftre which had shewn 
a too raised imagination: But they were as much in the 
other extreme, overclouded with miftiness, dimness, va¬ 
pours ; swimming in tears. 

I took her hand: Be not dishearten’d, madam. You will 
be soon well. These are usual turns of the malady you 
seem to be so sensible of, when it is changing to perfect 
health. 

God grant it!—O Chevalier! what trouble have I giv¬ 
en my friends!—my mamma here 1 —You, Sir!—Every¬ 
body! O that naughty Laurana! But for herl —But tell 
me—Is she dead?—Poor cruel creature! Is she no more? 

Would you have her to be no more, my Love? said her 
mother. 

O no! no 11 would have had her to live, and to repent. 
Was she not the companion of my childhood? She loved 
me once. I always loved her. Say, Chevalier, is she living? 
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I looked at the Marchioness, as asking, if I should tell 
her she was; and receiving her approving nod, She is 
living, madam, answered I—and I hope will repent— 

Is she, is she indeed, my mamma? interrupted she. 

She is, my dear. 

Thank God! rising from her seat, clasping her hands, 
and standing more ereft than usual; then have I a tri¬ 
umph to come! said the noble creature: Excuse my pride 1 
I will shew her that I can forgive her!—But I will talk of 
her when I am better. You say, Sir, I shall be better! you 
say that my malady is changing—What comfort you give 
me! 

Then dropping down against her mother’s chair, on 
her knees, her eyes and hands lifted up, Great and good 
God Almighty, heal, heal, I beseech thee, my wounded 
mind, that I may be enabled to restore to the moft indul¬ 
gent of parents, the happiness I have robbed them of. 
Join your prayers with mine, Sir! You are a good man— 
But you, madam, are a Catholic: The Chevalier is not— 
Do you pray for me. I shall be restored to your prayers. 
And may I be restored, as I shall never more do any¬ 
thing, wilfully, to offend or disturb your tender heart. 

God restore my child! sobbed the indulgent parent, 
raising her. 

Camilla had not withdrawn. She flood weeping in a 
corner of the room. Camilla, said the young Lady, ad¬ 
vancing towards her, lend me your arm. I will return to 
you again, Sir—Don’t go—Excuse me, madam, for a 
few moments. I find, putting her hand to her forehead, I 
am not quite well—I will return presently. 

The Marchioness and I were extremely affefted by her 
great behaviour: But tho’ we were grieved for the pain 
her sensibility gave her, yet we could not but console and 
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congratulate ourselves upon it, as affording hopes of her 
perfect recovery. 

She returned soon, attended by Camilla; who having 
been soothing her, appealed to me, whether I did not 
think she would soon be quite well. 

I answered, That I had no question of it. 

Look you there, now, my dear Lady. 

I thought you said so, Chevalier; but I was not sure. 
God grant it 1 My affliction is great, my mamma. I muft 
have been a wicked creature—Pray for me. 

Her mother comforted her, praised her, and raised her 
dejeCted heart. And then Clementina looking down, a 
blush overspreading her face, and standing motionless, 
as if considering of something—What is in my child’s 
thoughts? said the Marchioness, taking her hand. What 
is my Love thinking of? 

Why, madam, in a low, but audible voice, I should be 
glad to talk with the Chevalier alone, methinks. He is a 
good man. But if you think I ought not, I will not desire 
it. In every-thing I will be governed by you: Yet I am 
ashamed. What can I have to say, that my mother may 
not hear?—Nothing, nothing. Your Clementina’s heart, 
madam, is a part of yours. 

My Love shall be indulged in every-thing. You and I, 
Camilla, will retire.—Clementina was silent; and both 
withdrew. 

She commanded me to sit down by her. I obeyed. It 
was not, in the situation I was in, for me to speak fir€t. I 
attended her pleasure in silence. 

She seemed at a loss. She looked round her; then at 
me; and on the floor. I could not then forbear speaking. 

The mind of Lady Clementina, said I, seems to have 
something upon it, that she wishes to communicate. You 
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have not, madam, a more sincere, a more faithful friend, 
than the man before you. Your happiness, and that of my 
Jeronymo, engross all my cares. Honour me with your 
confidence. 

I had something to say: I had many questions to ask— 
But pity me, Sir! my memory is gone: I have loSt it all— 
But this I know, that we are all under obligations to you, 
which we never can return: And I am uneasy under the 
sense of them. 

What, madam, have I done, but answered to the call of 
friendship, which, in the like situation, not any one of 
your family but would have obeyed? 

This generous way of thinking adds to the obligation. 
Say but, Sir, in what way we can express our gratitude, in 
what way I, in particular, can, and I shall be easy. Till we 
have done it, I never shall. 

And can you, madam, think, that I am not highly re¬ 
warded, in the prospeCt of that success which opens to all 
our wishes? 

It may be so in your opinion: But this leaves the debt 
Still heavier upon us. 

How could I avoid construing the hint in my favour? 
And yet I did not think the Lady, even had she not had 
parents in being, had she been absolutely independent, 
well enough to determine for herself in a situation so deli¬ 
cate. How then could I, in honour (all her friends expect¬ 
ing that I should be entirely governed by her motions, as 
they were resolved to be) take direct advantage of the 
gratitude which at that infant possessed her noble mind? 

If, madam, answered I, you will suppose yourselves 
under obligations to me, and will not be easy till you have 
acknowleged them, the return mud be a family ad. Let 
me refer myself to your father, mother, brothers, and to 
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yourself: What you and they determine upon muft be 
right. 

After a short silence—Well, Sir, I believe you have 
put the matter upon a right footing: But here is my diffi¬ 
culty—You cannot be rewarded. I cannot reward you. 
But, Sir, the subjeft begins to be too much for me. I have 
high notions—My duty to God, and to my parents; my 
gratitude to you—But I have begun to write down all that 
has occurred to me on this important subject. I wish to 
aft greatly 1 You, Sir, have set me the example. I will con¬ 
tinue to write down my thoughts: I cannot truft to my 
memory—No, nor yet to my heart!—But no more on a 
subjeft that is at present too affefting to me. I will talk to 
my mother upon it firft; but not juft now; tho’ I will ask 
for the honour of her presence. 

She then went from me into the next room; and in- 
ftantly returned, leading in the Marchioness. Don’t, dear 
madam, be angry with me. I had many things to say to 
the Chevalier; which I thought I could beft say, when I 
was alone with him; but I forget what they were. Indeed, 
I ought not to remember them, if they were such as I 
could not say before my mother. 

My child cannot do any-thing that can make me dis¬ 
pleased with her. The Chevalier’s generosity, and my 
Clementina’s goodness of heart, can neither of them be 
doubted. 

O, madam! What a deep sense have I of yours and of 
my father’s indulgence to me! How shall I requite itl— 
How unworthy should I be of that returning reason, 
which sometimes seems to enliven my hope, if I were not 
to resolve, that it shall be wholly employed in my duty to 
God, and to you both! But even then, my gratitude to 
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that generous man will leave a burden upon my heart, 
that never can be removed. 

She withdrew with precipitation, leaving the Mar¬ 
chioness and me, in silence, looking upon each other, and 
admiring her. Camilla followed her; and instantly re¬ 
turning-*—My dear young Lady—Don’t be frightened, 
madam—is not well. She seems to have exhausted her 
spirits by talking. 

The Marchioness hastened in with Camilla. And while 
I was hesitating, whether to withdraw to Jeronymo, or to 
quit the palace, Camilla came to me—My young Lady 
asks for you, Sir. 

I followed her to her closet. She was in her mother’s t 
arms, on a couch; juft come out of a fit; but not a ftrong 
one. She held out her hand to me. I pressed it with my 
lips. I was affefted with her nobleness of mind, and weak¬ 
ness of spirit—O Chevalier, said she, how unworthy am j 
I of that tenderness which you express for me! O that I ■ 
could be grateful!—But God will reward you. He only 
can. 

She desired her mother and me to leave her to Camilla. 
We both withdrew. 

What can be done with this dear creature, Chevalier? 
She is going to be bad again!—O Sir! Her behaviour is 
now different from what it ever was! 

She seems, madam, to have something on her mind, 
that she has a difficulty to reveal. When she has revealed 
it, she will be easier. You will prevail upon her, madam, 
by your condescending goodness, to communicate it to 
you. Allow me to withdraw to Signor Jeronymo. Lady 
Clementina, when she is a little recovered, will acquaint 
you with what passed between her and me. 
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I heard it all, replied she; and you are the moft honour¬ 
able of men. What man would, what man could, have a ti¬ 
ed as you afted, with regard to her, with regard to us; yet 
not slight the dear creature’s manifest meaning; but refer 
it to us, and to her, to make it a family aft? A family aft it 
muff, it shall be. Only, Sir, let me be assured, - that my 
child’s malady will’not lessen your Love for her: And per¬ 
mit her to be a Catholic!—These are all the terms, I, for 
my part, have to make with you. The reft of us ftill wish, 
that you would be so, tho’ but in appearance, for the sake 
of our alliances. But I will not expeft an answer to the 
laft. As to the firft, you cannot be ungenerous to one who 
has suffered so much for her Love of you. 

The Marquis and the Bishop entering the room, I 
leave it to you, madam, said I, to acquaint their Lord- 
ships with what has passed. I will attend Signor Jerony- 
mo for a few moments. 

I went accordingly to his chamber; but being told, 
that he was disposed to reft, I withdrew with Mr. Low- 
ther into his: And there Camilla coming to me, Mr. Low- 
ther retiring, she told me, that her young Lady was pretty 
well recovered. It was evident to her, she said, that she 
never would be well till the marriage was solemnized. 
They are all, said she, in close conference together, I be¬ 
lieve upon that subjeft. My young Lady is endeavouring 
to compose herself in her closet. The Marchioness hopes 
you will flay, and dine here. 

I excused myself from dining; and desired her to tell 
her Lady, that I would attend them in the evening. * 

I am now preparing to do so. 
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Sir CharlesGrandison. 7 # Continuation . 

Bologna , y«/y 7-18. 

N OW, my dear friend, are matters here drawing to a 
crisis. I was conduced, as soon as I entered this 
palace, to the presence of the Marquis and Marchioness. 
The Marquis arose, and took my hand, with great, but 
solemn kindness, and led me to a chair placed between 
theirs. The Bishop, the Count, and Father Marescotti, 
entered; and took their places. 

My dear, said the Marquis, referring to his Lady— 
After some little hesitation—We have no hope, Sir, 
said she, of our child’s perfect restoration, but from— 
She Slopt— 

Our compliance with every wish of her heart, said the 
Bishop. 

Ay, do you proceed, said the Marchioness to the Pre¬ 
late. 

It would be to no purpose, Chevalier, questioned the 
Bishop, to urge to you the topic so near to all our hearts? 

I bowed my assent to what he said. 

I am sorry for it, replied the Bishop. 

I am very sorry for it, said the Count. 

Whaf- security, an we ofyou, Sir^sajcLthe, Mar¬ 
quis, that our child shall not be perverted?—O Cheva- 
tierTIt isahardi.haoi.tuaL 

Father Marescotti, answered I, shall prescribe the 
terms. 

I cannot, in conscience, said the Father, consent to this 
marriage: Y et the merits of the Chevalier Grandison have 
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taken from me the power of opposing it. Permit me to be 
silent. 

Father Marescotti and I, said the Bishop, are in one 
situation, as to scruples of conscience. But I will forget 
the Prelate for the Brother. Dear Grandison, will you 
permit us to say to enquirers, that we look upon you as one 
of our church; and that prudential reasons, with regard 
to your country, and friends in it, deter you at present 
from declaring yourself? • 

yOLet not terms be proposed, my good Lord, that would 
lessen your opinion of me, should I comply with them. If 
I am to be honoured with an admission into this noble 
family, let me not in my own eyes appear unworthy of the 
honour. Were I to find myself capable of prevaricating in 
an article so important as religion, no one could hate me 
so much as I should hate myself, were even an imperial 
diadem with your Clementina, the noblest of women, to 
be the consideration. 

T~ You have the example of great princes, Chevalier, said 
{[Father Marescotti, Henry the Fourth of France, Aug- 
f uStus of Poland— 

True, Father—But great Princes are not always, and 
in every aftion of their lives, great men. They might make 
the less scruple of changing their religion, as they were 
neither of them Strict in the practice of it. They who can 
allow themselves in some deviations, may in others. I boaSl 
not of my own virtue; but it has been my aim to be uni- 
form.lM am too well satisfied with my own religion, to 
doubt': If I were not, it would be impossible but I muSt be 1 
influenced by the wishes of friends so dear to me; whose 
motives are the result of their own piety, and of the regard 
they have for my everlasting welfare. 

The Chevalier and I, rejoined the Bishop, have carried 
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this argument to its full extent before. My honoured 
Lord’s question recurs; What securi ty can w e have, th at 
my sifter shall not be perverted,?.The Chevalier refers to 
Father Marescoftitb propose it. The Father excuses him¬ 
self. I, as the brother of Clementina, ask you, Chevalier, 
Will you promise never by yourself, or your English 
divines, to attempt to pervert her?—A confessor you have 
allowed her. Shall Father Marescotti be the man? 

And will Father Marescotti— 

I will, for the sake of preserving to Lady Clementina 
her faith; that faith by which only she can be saved; and, 
perhaps, in hope of converting the man who then will be 
dear to the whole family. 

I not only comply with the proposal, but shall think 
Father Marescotti will do me a favour, in putting it into 
my power to shew him the regard I have for him. One re- 
queft I have only to make; That Father Marescotti will 
prescribe his own conditions to me: And I assure you all, 
that they shall be exceeded, as to the consideration, be 
they ever so high. 

You and I, Chevalier, replied the Father, shall have no 
difficulty, as to the terms. 

None you can have, said the Marquis, as to those. Fa¬ 
ther Marescotti will be ftill our spiritual director. 

Only one condition I will beg leave to make with Fa¬ 
ther Marescotti; that he will confine his pious cares to 
those only who are already of his own persuasion; and 
that no disputable points may ever be touched upon to 
servants, tenants, or neighbours, in a country where a 
different religion from that to which he is a credit, is 
eftablished. I might, perhaps, have safely left this to his 
own moderation and honour; yet, without such a pre¬ 
vious engagement, his conscience might have been em- 
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barrassed; and had I not insisted on it, I should have be¬ 
haved towards my country in a manner for which I could 
not answer to my own heart. 

Your countrymen, Chevalier, said the Count, com¬ 
plain loudly of persecution from our church: Yet what 
disqualifications do Catholics lie under in England 1 

A great deal, my Lord, may be said on this subject. I 
think it sufficient to answer for myself, and my own con¬ 
duit. 

As to our child’s servants, said the Marchioness; me- 
thinks I should hope, that Father Marescotti might have 
a small congregation about him, to keep their Lady in 
countenance, in a country where her religion will subject 
her to inconveniences, perhaps to more than inconveni¬ 
ences. 

Her woman, and those servants, replied I, who will 
immediately attend her person, shall always be chosen by 
herself. If they behave well, I will consider them as my 
servants for their benefit. If they misbehave, I muft be 
allowed to consider them also as my servants, as well as 
their Lady’s. I muft not be subjeft to the dominion of 
servants; the moft intolerable of all dominion. Were they 
to know that they are independent of me, I should be dis¬ 
obeyed, perhaps insulted; and my resentment of their in¬ 
solence would be thought a persecution on account of 
their religion. 

This article bore some canvassing. If Camilla, at laft, I 
said, were the woman; on her discretion I should have 
great dependence. * 

—And on Father Marescotti’s you also may, Cheva¬ 
lier, said the Bishop. I should hope, that when my sifter 
and you are in England together, you would not scruple 
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to consult him on the misbehaviour of any of my sifter's 
Catholic servants. 

Indeed, my Lord, I would. I will myself bejudge in my 
own house of the conduct and behaviour of all my ser -I 
vants. From the independence of such people upon me, 
disputes or uneasinesses might arise, that otherwise would! 
never happen between their Lady and me. The power ofj 
dismission, on any flagrant misbehaviour, muft be in me. 1 
My temper is not capricious: My charity is not confined: 
My consideration for people in a foreign country, and 
wholly in my power, will, I hope, be even generous. I per¬ 
haps may bear with them the more for having them in 
my power. But my wife’s servants, were she a sovereign^ 
muft be mine. 

Unhappy! said Father Marescotti, that you cannot be 
of one faith! But, Sir, you will allow, I hope, if the case 
will bear it, of expoftulation from me? 

Yes, Father: And should generally, I believe, be deter 4 
mined by your advice and mediation: But I would not! 
condition to make the greateft saint, and the wiseft man ory 
earth, a j udge in my own family over me. 

There is reason in this, rejoined the Bishop: You, per¬ 
haps, would not scruple, Sir, to consult the Marchioness, 
before you dismissed such a considerable servant as a 
woman, if my sifter did not agree to it? 

The Marquis and Marchioness will be judges of my 
conduft, when I am in Italy: I should despise myself, 
were it not to be the same in England as at Bologna. I 
have in my travels been attended by Catholic Servants. 
They never had reason to complain of want of kindness, 
even to indulgence, from me. 
salvation within the pale of 

—— .' r 


W e Protestants confine not; 
our own church: Catholics 
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do ; and have therefore an argument for their ze al i n e n- 
deavourmg to ma ke-prose lytes, that we~havenot . Hence, 
“gerrei ally speak tHgTmaY'a'’"Catholic servant live more 
happily with a Protestant master, than a Protestant ser¬ 
vant with a Catholic master. Let my servants live but up 
to their own professions, and they shall be indulged with 
.all reasonable opportunities of pursuing the dictates of 
their own consciences. A truly religious servant, of what- 
Jfcver persuasion, cannot be a bad one. 

Well, as to this article, we muSt leave it, acquiesced the 
Bishop, to occasions as they may arise. Nine months in 
the year, I think you propose to reside in Italy— 

That, my Lord, was on a supposition that Lady Clem¬ 
entina would not oblige me with her company to my na¬ 
tive country any part of the year; in that case, I proposed 
to pass but three months in every year in England: Other¬ 
wise, I hoped that year and year, in turn, would be allow¬ 
ed me. 

We can have no wish to separate man and wife, said 
the Marquis. Clementina will, no doubt, accompany her 
husband. We will stipulate only for year and year: But 
let ours be the firft year: And we cannot doubt but the 
dear child will meet with all reasonable indulgence, for 
the sake of her tender health. 

Not one request that you, my Lord, and you, madam, 
shall think reasonable, shall be denied to the dear Lady. 

Let me propose one thing, Chevalier, said the Mar¬ 
chioness; that in the firft year, which is to be ours, you 
endeavour to prevail upon your si&ers, amiable women, 
as we have heard they are, to come over, and be of our 
acquaintance; your ward also, who may be looked upon 
as a little Italian. You love your sillers; and I should be 
glad (so would Clementina, I make no doubt) to be fam- 
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iliarized to the Ladies of your family before she goes to 
England. 

My Sifters, madam, are the moft obliging of women, 
as their Lords are of men. I have no doubt of prevailing 
upon them, to attend you and Lady Clementina here. 
And as it will give them time to prepare for the visit, I be¬ 
lieve, if it be made in the latter part of the firft year, it will 
be moft acceptable to them, and to you; since then they 
will not only have commenced a friendship with Lady 
Clementina, and obtained the honour of your good opin¬ 
ion ; but will attend the dear Lady in her voyage to Eng¬ 
land. 

They all approved of this. I added, that I hoped, when 
the second year arrived, I should have the honour of find¬ 
ing in the party some of this noble family (looking round 
me); which could not fail of giving delight, as well as 
affiance, to the tender heart of their beloved Clementina. 

My Lord and I, said the Marchioness, will probably, 
if well, be of the party. We shall not know how to part 
with a child so dear to us—But these seas— 

Well, well, said the Bishop, this is a contingence, and 
muft be left to time, and to the Chevalier and my Sifter, 
when they are one. As his is the ftrongeft mind, it will, in 
all reasonable matters, yield to the weaker—Now, as to 
my sifter’s fortune— 

It is a large one, said the Count. We shall all take plea¬ 
sure in adding to it. 

Should there be more sons than one by the marriagA 
rejoined the Bishop, as the eftate of her two grandfather i 
will be an ample provision for one of them, and you 1 
English eftate for another, I hope we may expeft that tlj ; 
education of one of them may be left to us. 

Every one said, this was a very reasonable expeftation. 
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I cannot condition for this, my Lord. The education of 
the sons was to be left to me; that of the daughters, to the 
mother. I will consent, that the Italian estate shall be tied 
up for daughters portions; and that they shall be brought 
up under your own eyes, Italians. The sons shall have no 
benefit by the Italian estate— 

Except they become Catholics, Chevalier, added the 
Bishop. 

No, my Lord, replied I: That might be a temptation 
—Tho’ I would leave posterity as free, as I myself am 
left, in the article of religion; yet would I not lay any 
snares for them. I am for having them absolutely seclud¬ 
ed from any possibility of enjoying that estate, as they 
will be Englishmen. Cannot this be done by the laws of 
your country, and the tenure by which these estates are 
held? 

If Clementina marry, said the Marquis, whether there 
be issue or not, Laurana’s claim ceases. But, Chevalier, 
can you think it juft to deprive children unborn of their 
natural right? 

I have a very good estate: It is improving. I have con¬ 
siderable expectations besides. That is not mine which I 
do not possess, and shall have no right to, but by mar¬ 
riage; and which, therefore, mut and ought to be sub¬ 
ject to marriage-articles. Riches never made men happy. 
If my descendants will not be so with a competence, they 
will not with a redundance. I hope Signor Jeronymo may 
recover, and marry: Let the estate here, from the hour 
that I shall be honoured with the hand of your dear Clem¬ 
entina, be Jeronymo’s, and his posterity’s, for ever. If it 
shall be thought proper for him, on taking possession, to 
make his sifter any brotherly acknowlegement, it shall be 
to her sole and separate use, and not subject to any con- 
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troul of mine. If Signor Jeronymo marry not, or if he do, 
and die without issue, let the eftate in question be the 
General’s. He and his Lady deserve every-thing. The 
estate shall not, by my consent, go out of the name. 

They looked upon each other—Brother, said the 
Count, I see not but we may leave every-thing to the 
generosity of such a young man as this. He quite over¬ 
comes me. 

A disinterested and generous man, rejoined the Bishop, 
is born a ruler; and he is, at the same time, the greatest of 
politicians, were policy only to be considered. 

The most equitable medium, I think, resumed the 
Marchioness, is what the Chevalier hinted at—and moSt 
answerable to the intention of the dear child’s grand¬ 
fathers : It is, that the eState in question be secured to the 
daughters of the marriage. Our sons will be greatly pro¬ 
vided for: And it will be rewarding, in some measure, the 
Chevalier for his generosity, that the sons of the marriage 
shall not have their patrimony lessened, by the provision 
to be made for daughters. 

They all generously applauded the Marchioness; and 
proposingthisexpedienttome, I bowed my grateful assent 
—See, Chevalier, said Father Marescotti, what a gener¬ 
ous family you are likely to be allied with! O that you 
could be subdued by a goodness so much like your own, 
and declare youreslf a Catholic! His Holiness himself 
(my Lord the Bishop could engage) would receive you 
with blessings, at the footstool of his throne. You allow, 
Sir, that salvation may be obtained in our church: Out of 
it, we think it cannot. Rejoice us all. Rejoice Lady Clem¬ 
entina—and let us know no bound in our joy. 

What opinion, my dear Father Marescotti, would you 
all have of the man who could give up his conscience, tho’ 
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for the highest consideration on earth?—Did you, could 
you, think the better of the two princes mentioned to me, 
for the change of their religion? One of them was assas¬ 
sinated in the Greets of his metropolis, by an ecclesiastic, 
who questioned the sincerity of his change. Could the 
matter be of indifference to me—But, my dear Father 
Marescotti, let us leave this to be debated hereafter be¬ 
tween you and me, as father and son. Your piety shall 
command my reverence: But pain not my heart, by put¬ 
ting me on denial of any thing that shall be asked of me, 
by such respectable and generous persons, as those I am 
before; and when we are talking on a subjeCt so delicate, 
and so important. 

Father Marescotti, we muSt give up this point, said 
the Bishop. The Chevalier and I have discussed it here¬ 
tofore. He is a determined man. If you hereafter can gain 
upon him, you will make us all happy. But now, my Lord, 
to the Marquis, let the Chevalier know, what he will have 
with my sifter, besides the bequefts of her Grandfathers, 
from year bounty; and from yean, madam, to his mother, 
as a daughter of your house. 

I beg, my Lord, one word, said I to the Marquis, be¬ 
fore you speak. Let not a syllable of this be mentioned to 
me now. Whatever you shall be pleased to do of this na¬ 
ture, let it be done annually, as my behaviour to your 
daughter may deserve. Do I not know the generosity of 
every one of this noble family? Let me be in your power. I 
have enough for her, and for me, or I do not know the 
noble Clementina. Whatever you do, for the sake of your 
own magnificence, that do: But let us leave particulars 
unmentioned. 

What would Lady Sforza say, were she present? re- 
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joined the Count. Averse as she is to the alliance, she 
would admire the man. 

Are you earned in your request, Chevalier, asked the 
Bishop, that particulars shall not be mentioned? 

I beg they may not. I earnestly beg it. 

Pray let the Chevalier be obliged, returned the Prelate 
—Sir, said he, and snatched my hand, brother, friend, 
what shall I call you?—We will oblige you; but not in 
doubt of your kind treatment of Clementina. She mu£t, 
she will, deserve it; but that we may have it in our power 
to be revenged of you. Sir, we will take great revenge of 
you. And now let us rejoice Jeronymo’s heart with an 
account of all that has passed. We might have held this 
conference before him. All that is further necessary to be 
said, may be said in his presen ce. 

Who, said Father Marescotti, can hold out against the 
Chevalier Grandison? I will tell every one who shall ques¬ 
tion me on this alliance, zealous Catholics, with a Pro- 
tenant so determined, what a man he is; and then they 
will allow of this one particular exception to a general 
rule. 

All we have now to do, said the Marquis, is to gain his 
Holiness’s permission. That has not been refused in such 
cases, where either the sons or daughters of the marriage 
are to be brought up Catholics. 

The Count then took the Marchioness’s hand; the 
Marquis that of the Father. They whispered together as 
they walked; as I could hear, not to my disadvantage. The 
Bishop took mine, and we entered Jeronymo’s chamber 
together. I £ept into Mr. Lowther’s apartment, while 
they related to him all that had passed. He was impatient 
to see me. The Bishop led me in to him. He embraced 
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me as his brother Now, now, my dear Grandison, said 
he, I am indeed happy. This is the point to which I have 
long direfted all my wishes. God grant that our dear 
Clementina’s malady may be no drawback upon your 
felicities; and you muft both then be happy. 

I was sensible of a little abatement, on the Bishop’s 
saying to his mother, not knowing I heard him, Ah, 
madam! the poor Count of Belvedere—How will he be 
affe&ed!—But he will go to Madrid; and I hope make 
himself happy there with some Spanish Lady. The poor 
Count of Belvedere! returned the Marchioness, with a 
sigh—But he will not know how to blame us— 

To-morrow morning I am to drink chocolate with 
Lady Clementina. We shall be left together, perhaps, or 
only with her mother or Camilla. 

“What, my dear Dr. Bartlett, would I give, to be 
assured, that the moft excellent of English-women, could 
think herself happy with the Earl of D. the only man of 
all her admirers, who is, in any manner, worthy of calling 
so bright a jewel his? Should Miss Byron be unhappy, 
and through my means, the remembrance of my own 
caution and self-restraint could not appease the grief of 
my heart. 

“But so-prudent a. woman as she is, and as the Countess 
of D. is—What are these suggestions of tenderness— 
Are they not suggestions of vanity z.n 6 .presumption ? They 
are .They mull be so. I will banish them from my thoughts, 
as such. Ever-amiable Miss Byron! friend of my Soul I 
forgive me for them 1 —Yet if the noble Clementina is to 
Be mine, my heart would be greatly gratified, if, before 
|she receive my vows, I could know, that Miss Byron had 
pven her hand, in compliance with the entreaties of all 
fer friends, to the deserving Earl of D.” 
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Having an opportunity, I dispatch this, and my two 
former. In you I include remembrances to all my beloved 
'friends—Adieu, my dear Dr. Bartlett. “In t he highest of 
our pleasures, th e sighing h eart w ill remincTu s ot imp er¬ 
fection . ’ ’ Itis fit ltsHouIabeso—Adieu, my dear friend 1 

CHARLES GRANDISON. 

Continuation of Lady G's Letter to LadyL. No. xxxiii. 

Begun page 2 21 , and dated July 24. 

W ELL, my dear sifter!—And what say you to the 
contents of the three inclosed Letters? I wish I had 
been with you, and Lord L. at the time you read them, 
that I might have mingled my tears with yours, for the 
sweet Harriet! Why would my brother dispatch these 
Letters, without ftaying till, at leaft, he could have in¬ 
formed us of the result of the next day’s meeting with 
Clementina? What was the opportunity that he had to 
send away these Letters, which he must be assured would 
keep us in Grange suspense? Hang the opportunity that 
so officiously offered!—But,perhaps, in the tenderness of 
his nature, he thought that this dispatch was necessary, 
to prepare us for what was to follow, left, were he to ac¬ 
quaint us with the event as decided, our emotion would 
be too great to be supported.—We sifters, to go over to 
attend Lady Clementina Grandison, a twelvemonth 
hence!—Ah the poor Harriet! And will she give us leave? 
But it surely muft not, cannot be!—And yet—Hush, 
hush, hush, Charlotte!—And proceed to fafts. 

Dr. Bartlett, when these Letters were brought him 
poft from London, was with us at table. We had but juft 
dined. He arose, and retired to his own apartment with 



2$o The History of [Vol. 4. 

them. We were all impatient to know the contents. When 
I thought he had withdrawn long enough to read dis¬ 
patches of a mile long, and yet found that he returned not, 
my impatience was heightened; and the dear Harriet 
said, Bad news, I fear! I hope Sir Charles is well 11 hope 
Lady Clementina is not relapsed 1 The good Jeronymo! 
I fear for him. 

I then ftept up to the Doctor’s room. He was sitting 
with his back towards the door, in a pensive mood; and 
when, hearing somebody enter, he turned about, I saw he 
had been deeply affedted. 

My dear Dr. Bartlett!—For God’s sake!—How is my 
brother? 

Don’t be affrighted, madam! All are well in Italy—In 
a way to be well—But, alas! (Tears started afresh) I am 
grieved for Miss Byron! 

How, how, Dodtor! Is my brother married?—It can¬ 
not, it shall not be!—Is my brother married? 

O no, not married, by these Letters! But all is con¬ 
cluded upon! Sweet, sweet, Miss Byron! Now, indeed, 
will her magnanimity be put to the teft!—Yet Lady 
Clementina is a modt excellent woman!— Tou, madam, 
may read these Letters: Miss Byron, I believe, mudt not. 
You will see, by the concludeing part of the la£t, how 
greatly embarrassed my Patron mull be between his hon¬ 
our to one Lady, and his tenderness for the other. Which¬ 
soever shall be his, how much will the other be to be 
pitied! 

I ran over, with a weeping eye, as the paragraphs 
struck me, the passages modt affedting. O Dr. Bartlett, 
said I, when I had done, how shall we break this news to 
Mrs. Selby, to Mrs. Shirley, to my Harriet 1 —A trial, 
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indeed, of her magnanimity!—Y et, to have received Let¬ 
ters from my brother, and to delay going down, will be as 
alarming as to tell it. Let us go down. 

Do you, madam, take the Letters. You have tender¬ 
ness: Your prudence cannot be doubted—I will attend 
you by-and-by. His eyes were ready to run over. 

I went down. I met my Lord at the stairs foot. How, 
how, madam, does Sir Charles?—O my Lord! we are all 
undone. My brother, by this time, is the husband of Lady 
Clementina. 

He was struck, as with a thunderbolt: God forbid! were 
all the words he could speak; and turned as pale as death. 

I love him, for his sincere Love to my Harriet. I wrung 
his hand—The Letters do not say it. But every-body is 
consenting; and, if it be not already so, it soon will— 
Step, my Lord, to Mrs. Selby, and tell her, that I wish to 
see her in the flower-garden. 

Miss Byron and Nancy, said he, are gone to walk in 
the garden. She was so apprehensive, on your staying 
above, and the Doftor not coming down, that she was 
forced to walk into the air. I left Mr. Selby, his Lady, 
Emily, and Lucy, in the dining-parlour, to find you, and 
let you know how every-body was affe&ed. Tears dropt 
on his cheeks. 

I gave him my hand in love. I was pleased with him. I 
called him my dear Lord. 

I think our sweet friend once said, that fear made us 
loving. Ill-news will oblige us to look about us for conso¬ 
lation. 

I found the persons named, juft rising from their seats 
to walk into the garden—O my dear Mrs. Selby, said I, 
every thing is agreed upon in Italy. 
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Thw were all dumb but Emily. Her sorrow was aud¬ 
ible : Sne wrung her hands; she was ready to faint; her 
Anne was called to take care of her; and she retired. 

I then told Mr. and Mrs. Selby what were the con¬ 
tents of the laft Letter of the three. Mr. Selby broke out 
into passionate grief—I know not what the honour is, 
said he, that could oblige Sir Charles, treated as he had 
been by the proud Italians, to go over at the fir£t invita¬ 
tion. One might have guessed that it would have come to 
this—Oh! the poor Harriet! flower of the world! She de¬ 
served not to be made a second woman, to the £tatelie£l 
minx in Italy: But this is my comfort, she is superior to 
theip both. Upon my soul, madam, she is. The man, were 
he d. king, that could prefer another woman to our Har¬ 
riet, does not deserve her. 

He then arose from his seat, and walked up and down 
the room in anger; and afterwards sitting down, My dear 
Mrs. Selby, said he, we shall now see what the so often 
pleaded-for dignity of your Sex, in the noblest-minded, 
will enable you to do. But, O the dear soul! She will find a 
difference between theory and practice! 

Lucy wept. Her grief was silent. Mrs. Selby dried her 
eyes several times. My dear Lady G. said she, at laSt, how 
shall we break this to Harriet? You muSt do it; and she 
will apply to me for comfort—Pray, Mr. Selby, be pa¬ 
tient. You muSt not refleft upon Sir Charles Grandison. 

Indeed you should not, Sir, said I. He is to be pitied. I 
will read you the concluding part of his la& Letter. 

I did. 

But Mr. Selby would not be pacified. He tried to 
blame my brother. 

After all, my dear, these Lords of the creation are more 
violent, more unreasonable, and, of consequence, more 
silly and perverse, more babies, if you please, than we 
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women, when they are disappointed in any-thiri|r they 
set their hearts upon. But in every case, I believe, one ex¬ 
treme borders on another. What a fool has Otway made 
of Caftalio, raving againft the whole Sex, by a common¬ 
place invective, on a mere temporary disappointment; 
when the fault, and all the dreadful consequences that 
attended it, were owing to his own baseness of heart, in 
being ashamed to acquaint his brother, that he meant 
honourable Love to the unhappy Orphan, who was in- 
titled to inviolable protection! Whenever I saw this play, 
I pitied the impetuous Polydore, more than I did the 
blubbering great boy Caftalio; tho’ I thought both bro¬ 
thers deserved to be hanged. 

As we were meditating how to break this matter to our 
lovely friend, Mrs. Shirley came to Selby-house in her 
chariot. We immediately acquainted her with it. No sur¬ 
prizes affect her fteady soul. This can’t be helped, said 
she. Our dear girl herself expects it. May I read the Let¬ 
ter that contains the afFecting tidings? 

She took it. She run it over slightly, to enable herself to 
speak to the contents—Excellent man!—How happy 
should we have been, blessed with the enjoyment of our 
wishes! But you, Mrs. Selby, and I, have always pitied 
Lady Clementina. His generous regard for our child is 
too apparent for his own tranquillity. God comfort him, 
and our Harriet! O the dear creature! Her fading cheeks 
have shewn the struggles of her heart, in such an expecta¬ 
tion—Where is my child? 

I was running out to see for her; and met her juft 
ascending the fteps that lead from the garden into the 
house. Your grandmamma, my love, said I— 

I hear she is come, answered she. I am haftening to 
pay my duty to her. 

But how do you, Harriet? 
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A little better for the air. I sent up to Dr. Bartlett, and 
he has let me know, that Sir Charles is well, and every¬ 
body better: And I am easy. 

She hurried in to her grandmother, rejoicing, as she 
always does, to see her. She kneeled; received her tender 
blessing. And what brings my grandmamma to her girl? 

The day is fine; the air, and the sight of my Harriet, I 
thought would do me good.—You have Letters, I find, 
from Italy, my Love? 

/, madam, have not: Dr. Bartlett has: But I am not to 
know the contents, I suppose. Something, I doubt not, 
that will be thought unwelcome to me, by their not being 
communicated. But as long as every-body there is well, I 
can have patience. Time will reveal all things. 

Dr. Bartlett, who admires the old Lady, and is as much 
admired by her, came down, and paid his respefts to her. 
Mrs. Shirley had returned me the Letters. I slid them 
into the Doftor’s hand, unperceived by Miss Byron. 

I am told, said she, that my Emily is not well; I will 
juft ask how she does—And was going from us—No, 
don’t, my love, said her aunt, taking her hand; Emily 
shall come down to us. 

I see, said she, by the compassionate looks of every one 
that something is the matter. If it be any-thing that moft 
concerns me to know, don’t, thro’ a miftaken tenderness, 
let me be the laft to whom it is communicated. But I guess 
—with a forced smile. 

What does my Harriet guess? said her aunt. 

Dr. Bartlett, replied she, has acquainted me, that Sir * 
Charles Grandison is well; and that his friends are on the 
recovery: Is it not then easy to guess, by every one’s 
silence on the contents of the Letters brought to Dr. 
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Bartlett, that Sir Charles is either married, or near being 
so? What say you, my good Dr. Bartlett? 

He was silent; but tears were in his eyes. She turned 
round, and saw us with our handkerchiefs at ours. Her 
uncle, rising from his seat, flood with his back to us, at 
one of the windows. 

Well, my dear friends, and you are all grieved for me. 
It is kind, and I can thank you for your concern for me, 
because the man is Sir Charles Grandison—And so, 
Doctor, laying her hand upon his, he is adtually married? 
God Almighty, piously bending one knee, make him and 
his Clementina happy!—Well, my dearest dear friends, 
and what is there in this, more than I expedted? 

Her aunt embraced her. 

Her uncle ran to her, and clasped his arms about her; 
Now, now, said he, have you overcome me, my niece: For 
the future_Lnever.. will dispute_wijdx-y©u,-on--some of the 
arguments I have heretoforeheklagainft your Sex. Were 
altWOfifenlike you— 

” "Her grandmother, as she sat, held out her open arms: 
My own Harriet! child of my heart! let me fold you to it! 
—She ran to her, and clasped her knees, as the old Lady 
threw her arms about her neck—Pray for me, however, 
my grandmamma—that I may adt up to my judgment, 
and as your child, and my aunt Selby’s!—It is a trial—I 
own it—But permit me to withdraw for a few moments. 

She arose, and was hastening out of the room; but her 
aunt took her hand: My dear eft love, said she, Sir Charles 
Grandison is not married—But— 

Why, why, interrupted she, if it mutt be so, is it not 50} 
At that moment in came Emily. She had been trying 
to suppress her concern; and fansied, it seems, that she 
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had recovered her presence of mind: But the moment she 
saw her beloved Miss Byron, her fortitude forsook her. 
She gushed into tears, and, sobbing, would have quitted 
the room; but Miss Byron, stepping after her, caught her 
arm; My Emily, my Love, my Friend, my Sifter! fly me 
not: Let me give you an example, my dear!—I am not 
ashamed to own myself affefted: But I have fortitude, I 
hope!—Sir Charles Grandison, when he could not be 
happy from his own affairs, made himself a partaker in 
the happiness of others; and shall not you and I, after so 
great an example, rejoice in his? 

I am, I am—grieved, replied the sobbing girl, for my 
Miss Byron. I don’t love Italian Ladies! Were you, ma¬ 
dam, turning to her, Lady Grandison, I should be the 
happiest creature in the world. 

But, Dr. Bartlett, said I, may we not, now that Miss 
Byron knows the worft, communicate to her the contents 
of these Letters? 

I hope you will, Sir, said Mrs. Shirley. You see that 
my Harriet is a noble girl. 

I rely upon your judgments, Ladies, answered the 
Dodlor; and put the Letters into Mrs. Shirley’s hands. 

I have read them, said I. We will leave Mrs. Shirley, 
Mrs. Selby, and Miss Byron, together. We, Lucy, Nancy, 
Emily, will take a walk in the garden. Shall we have your 
company, Dr. Bartlett? I saw he was desirous to withdraw. 
Lucy desired to &ay behind. Harriet looked, as if she 
wished Lucy to 6tay; and I led the other two into the gar¬ 
den, Dr. Bartlett leaving us at the entrance into it; and I 
told them the contents of the Letters, as we walked. 

They were greatly affefted, as I thought they would 
be; which made me lead them out. Lord G. joined us in 
our walk, as well as in our concern; so that the dear Har- 



Let, 36.] Sir Charles Grandison 257 

riet had none but comforters left about her; who enabled 
her to support her spirits; for Mrs. Shirley and Mrs. Sel¬ 
by had always applauded the preference their beloved 
child was so ready to give to Clementina, because of her 
malady; tho’ it is evident, against their wishes. There 
never were three nobler women related to each other than 
Mrs. Shirley, Mrs. Selby, and Miss Byron. But Mr. Sel¬ 
by is by no means satisfied, that my brother, loving Har¬ 
riet, as he evidently does, should be so ready to leave her, 
and go to Italy. His censure arises from his Love to my 
brother and to his niece: But I need not tell you, that, tho’ 
a man , he has not a soul half so capacious as that of either 
of the three Ladies I have named. 

At our return from our little walk, it was lovely to see 
Harriet take her Emily aside, to comfort her, and to 
plead with her in favour of my brother's obligations; as 
afterwards she did against her uncle. How the generous 
creature shone in my eyes, and in those of every-one pre¬ 
sent! 

When she and I were alone, she took grateful notice of 
the concluding part of the third Letter; where she is men¬ 
tioned with so much tenderness, and in a manner so truly 
worthy of the character of the politest of men, as well re¬ 
specting herself as her Sex, charging himself with vanity 
and presumption, but to suppose to himself, that Miss 
Byron wanted his compassion, or had the tender regard 
for him , that he avows for her . She pleased herself, that he 
had not seen the very great esteem she had for him, as you 
and I had done: And how could he, you know? said she; 
for he and I were not often together; and I was under ob¬ 
ligation enough to him to make him attribute my regard 
to gratitude: But it is plain, proceeded she, that he loves 
the poor Harriet—Don , t you think so ? and perhaps would 


s 
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have given her a preference to all other women, had he 
not been circumstanced as he was. Well, God bless him, 
added she; he was my firSt Love; and I never will have 
any other—Don’t blame me for this declaration, my dear 
Lady G. My Grandmamma, as well as you, once chid me 
for saying so, and called me romancer —But is not the 
man Sir Charles Grandison? 

But, alas! with all these appearances, it is easy to see, 
that this amiable creature’s solitary hours are heavy ones. 
She has got a habit of sighing. She rises with swelled 
eyes: Sleep forsakes her: Her appetite fails: And she is 
very sensible of all this; as she shews, by the pains she 
takes to conceal the alteration. 

And muSt Harriet Byron, blessed with beauty so un¬ 
equalled ; health so blooming; a temper so even; passions 
so governable; generous and grateful, even to heroism! 
—Superior to every woman in frankness of heart, in true 
delicacy; and in an understanding and judgment beyond 
her years—MuSt she be offered up, as a victim on the 
altar of hopeless Love!—I deprecate such a fate;—I can¬ 
not allow the other Sex such a triumph, tho’ the man be 
my brother. It is, however, none; on the contrary, it is 
apparently a grief to his noble and truly manly heart, that 
so excellent a creature cannot be the sole miStress of it. 

Mr. Deane came hither this morning. He is a valuable 
man. He opened his heart to me about an hour ago. He 
always, he says, designed Miss Byron for the heiress of 
the principal part of his possessions; and he let me know 
his circumstances; which are great. It is, I am convinced, 
true policy to be good. Young and old, rich and poor, 
dote upon Miss Byron. You remember what her uncle 
says in his ludicrous Letter to her, covertly praising her. 
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by pretending to find fault with her, that he is more noted 
for being the uncle of Miss Byron, than she is for being 
his niece; tho’ of so long landing in the county: And I 
assure you, he is much respected too. But such beauty, 
such affability, a character so benevolent, so frank, so 
pious, yet so chearful and unaffected, as hers is, muff: 
command the veneration and love of every one. 

Mr. Deane is extremely apprehensive of her declining 
health. He believes her in a consumption; and has brought 
a physician of his intimate acquaintance to visit her: But 
she, and we all are convinced, that medicine will not reach 
her case: And she affe&ed to be ffartled at his supposing 
she was in so bad a way, on purpose, as she owned, to 
avoid his kind importunity to take advice in a malady 
which nothing but time and patience can cure. 

A charming correspondence is carried on between 
Harriet and the Countess of D. Harriet is all frankness in 
it; so is Lady D. One day I hope to procure you a sight of 
their Letters. I am allowed to inclose a copy of the Count¬ 
ess’s laff. You will see the force of the reasoning on Har¬ 
riet’s declaration, that she will never think of a second 
Lover. Her grandmother is entirely with the Countess. 
So am I—Tho’ the firtt was Sir Charles Grandison. 

What will become of Lady Olivia, if the alliance be¬ 
tween my brother and the Bologna family take effeff ?— 
She has her emissaries, who I suppose will soon apprise 
her of it. How will she flame out! I suppose you, who cor¬ 
respond with her, will soon be troubled with her invec¬ 
tives on this subjeff. 

All here wish for you and Lord L. For my part, I long 
to see you both, and to be seen by you. You never could 
see me more to my advantage than now. We have nothing 

S 2 



260 The History of [Vol. 4. 

between us but—“What your Lordship pleases.” “My 
dearest life, you have no choice.” “Ton prevent me, my 
Lord, in all my wishes.” 

I have told him, in Love, of some of his foibles: And he 
thanks me for my instruction; and is resolved to be all I 
wish him to be. 

I have made discoveries in his favour—More wit, 
more humour, more good sense, more learning, than I 
had ever till now, that I was willing to enquire after those 
qualities in him, imagined he had. He allows me to have a 
vaSt share of good understanding; and so he ought, when 
I have made such discoveries to his advantage. 

In short, we so monstrously improve upon each other, 
that if we go on thus, we shall hardly know ourselves to 
be the same man and woman, that made such aukward 
figures in the eyes of all beholders a few months ago at 
St. George’s church; and muSt be married over again, to 
be sure of each other; for you muSt believe, that we would 
not be the same odd souls we then were, on any account. 

What raises him with me, is the good opinion every¬ 
body here has of him. They also have found him out to be 
a man of sense, a good-natured man; nay (would you be¬ 
lieve it?) a handsome man; and all these people having 
deservedly the reputation of good sense, penetration, and- 
si-forth, I cannot contradict them with credit to myself. 
When we married folks have made a silly choice, we 
thould in policy, you know, for the credit of our judg¬ 
ment, try to make the beft of it. I could name you half a 
jscore people who are continually praising, the man his 
(wife, the woman her husband, who, were they at liberty 
! to choose again, would be hanged before they would re- 
Snew their bargain. 

Let me tell you, that Emily will make an excellent 
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wife, and mistress of a family. Miss Byron is one of the 
beft oeconomi&s, and yet one of the finest Ladies, in the 
county. As soon as she came down, she resumed the fam¬ 
ily direction, in ease of her aunt; which was her province 
before she came to London. I thought my-self a. tolerable 
manager; but she has for ever &opt my mouth on this 
subject. Such a succession of orderliness , if I may so call itl 
One right thing is an introduction to another; and all is in 
such a method, that it seems impossible for the meanest 
servants to mistake their duty. Such harmony, such ob¬ 
servance, yet such pleasure in every countenance!—But 
she is mistress of so much ease, so much dignity, and so 
much condescension, that she is worshiped by all the 
servants; and it is observable, hardly ever was heard to 
direft twice the same thing to be done, or remembred. 

The servants have generally time for themselves, an 
hour or two in a day. Her orders are given over night; 
and as the family live in a genteel manner, they are never 
surprised or put out of course, by company. The poor 
only have the less of the remnants, if visiters or guests 
come in unexpectedly; and in such case, she says, they 
shall fare better another day. Emily is taking minutes of 
all her management: She is resolved to imitate her in 
every-thing. Hence it is that I say, the girl will make one 
of the be£t wives in England: Yet, how the dear Harriet 
manages it, I cannot tell; for we hardly ever miss her. But 
early hours, and method, and ease, without hurry, will do 
every-thing. 

Postscript. 

Lord bless me, my dear Lady L.! I have been frighten¬ 
ed out of my wits. This Lord G—What do we do by mar¬ 
riage, but double our cares?—He was taken very ill two 



262 The History of [Vol. 4. 

hours ago; a kind of fit. The fir& reflexion that crossed 
me, when he was at worCt, was this—What a wretch was 
I, to vex this poor man as I have done!—Happy, happy is 
the wife, in the depth of her affliction on the loss of a 
worthy husband; happy the husband, if he mutt be sep¬ 
arated from a good wife; who has no material cause for 
self-reproach to imbitter reflexion, as to his or her con¬ 
duct to the departed. Ah, Caroline, how little do we know 
of ourselves, till the hour of trial comes! I find, I find, I 
have more Love for Lord G. than I thought I had, or 
could have, for any man! 

How have I exposed myself!—But they none of them 
upbraid me with my apprehensions for the honest man. 
He did fright me!—A wretch!—In his childhood he 
was troubled with these oddities, it seems!—He is so 
well, that I had a good mind to quarrel with him for terri¬ 
fying me as he did. For better andfor worse! —A cheat!— 
He should have told me that he had been subjeCt to such 
an infirmity—And then, from his apprehended fits, tho’ 
involuntary, I should have claimed allowance for my real, 
tho’ wilful ones: In which, however, I cheated not him. 
He saw me in them many and many a good time, before 
marriage. 

I have this moment yours. I thought what would be 
the case with Olivia. She has certainly heard of the happy 
turn at Bologna, as they there muil think it; or she would 
not resolve to leave England so soon, when she had deter¬ 
mined to ftay here till my brother’s return. Unhappy wcA 
man! Harriet pities her!—But she has pity for every one 
that wants it. 

Repeatedly all here are earned to get you and your 
Lord with us. Do, come if you can—Were it but for one 
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week; and perhaps we will go up together. If you don’t 
come soon, your people will not suffer you to come one 
while. After all, my dear, these men are, as aunt Nell 
would say, odious creatures. You are a good forgiving 
soul; but that am not I. In a few months time I shall be as 
grave as a cat, I suppose: But the sorry fellow knows no¬ 
thing of the matter yet. 

Adieu , Lady L. 


LETTER XXXVII. 

From the Countess ofT). To Miss Byron. 


[Inclosed in the preceding.] 


July 1. 


M Y dear Harriet has allowed me write to her with the 
affectionate freedom of a mother: As such, I may go 
on to urge a subjeCt disagreeable to her; when not only 
the welfare of both my children is concerned in it, but 
when her own honour, her own delicacy of sentiment, is 
peculiarly interested. 

Pure and noble as your heart is, it is misleading you, 
my Love; Oh, my Harriet, into what a labyrinth!— 
Have you kept a copy, my dear, of your laSt Letter to me? 
It is all amiable, all yourself—But it is Harriet Byron 
again, in need of a rescuer—Shall I, my child, save you 
from being run away with by these tyrannous over-refine¬ 
ments? Yes, you will say, could I do it disinterestedly. 
Well, I will, if I can, imagine myself quite disinterested; 
suppose my son out of the case. And since I have told, 
you, more than once, that I cannot allow the sacredness 
young people are apt to imagine in a firSt Love; I muSt, 
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you know, take it for granted, that even his to you is not 
absolutely unconquerable. 

Let us then consider a little the bright fairy schemes, 
for so I muSt call them, which you have formed in the 
Letter that lies before me (a). Do not your excellent 
grandmamma and aunt see them in the same light? I dare 
say they do: But to one I love so dearly, how can I omit to 
offer my hand to extricate her out of a maze of bewilder¬ 
ing fancy, in which she may else tread many a weary Step, 
that ought to be advancing forward in the paths of happi¬ 
ness and duty? 

Think but, my dear child, what fortitude of soul, what 
strength even of constitution, you answer for, when you 
talk of living happy in a friendship with two persons, 
when they are united by indissoluble ties, the very thought 
of whose union makes your cheek fade, and your health 
languish. Ah, my beloved Harriet! is not this a fairy 
scheme? 

Mistake me not, my Love; I suspedt not that your 
sentiments would want any-thing of the purity, the gen¬ 
erosity, the true heroism required in the idea of a friend¬ 
ship like that you talk of. I suspedt not in the noble pair 
[Does that phrase hurt you, my Miss Byron? Think then 
how your heart would suffer in the laSting conflidt that 
muSt accompany the situation which you have proposed 
to yourself] I suspedt not, in either of them, sentiments or 
behaviour unsuitable to your excellence: Yet let me ask 
you one thing: Would not the example of such an attach¬ 
ment subsisting between persons known to have once hacl 
different views, and tenderer affedtions, mislead less deli¬ 
cate, and less guarded minds into allowances dangerous 
to them; and subjedt souls, less great than Clementina, to 

( a ) This Letter appears not. 
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jealousies, whether warrantable or not, of friendships 
that should plead yours for a precedent? 

Do not be impatient, my dear; I have a great deal more 
to say. This friendships what is it to be? Not more than 
friendship, disguised under the name of it: For how can 
that consist with your peace of mind, your submission to 
the dictates of reason, your resignation to the will of Pro¬ 
vidence? If then it be only friendship, how is it inconsist¬ 
ent with your forming an attachment of a nearer kind with 
a person of merit, who approves of, and will join in it? 
What think you, my dear, is that Love which we vow at 
the altar? Surely, not adoration: Not a preference of 
that object absolutely , as in excellence superior to every 
other imaginable being. No more, surely, in moSt cases, 
than such a preferable choice (all circumstances considered) 
as shall make us with satisfaction of mind, and with an 
affeCtionate and faithful heart, unite ourselves for life 
with a man whom we eSteem; who we think is no dis¬ 
agreeable companion, but deserves our grateful regard; 
that his interest from henceforth should be our own, and 
his happiness our Study. And is not this very consistent, 
my dear, with admiring and loving the excellence of an¬ 
gels; and even with seeing and pitying, in this partner of 
our lives, such imperfections as make him evidently their 
inferior? Inferior even to such human angels, as you and 
I have in our heads at this moment. 

Observe, my dear, I say only that such friendship is 
very consistent with being more nearly united to one who 
knows and approves it: For concealment of any thought, 
that much affeCts the heart, is, I think, in such a case 
(with very few exceptions from very particular circum¬ 
stances) utterly unallowable, and blameably indelicate. 

You are, my dear, I will not offend you, by saying to 
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what degree , a reasonable and prudent young woman; 
pious, dutiful, and benevolent. Consider then, how much 
better you would account for the talents committed to 
you; how much more joy you would give to the be£l of 
friends; how much more good you would do to your fel¬ 
low-creatures, by permitting yourself to be called out 
into adlive life, with all its variety of relations, than you 
can while you continue obstinately in a single Slate, on 
purpose to indulge a remediless sorrow. The domestic 
connexions would engage you in a thousand, not un¬ 
pleasing, new cares and attentions, that muSt inevitably 
wear out, in time, impressions which you would feel it 
unfit tp indulge,, All that is generous, grateful, reason¬ 
able, in your very juSl attachment, would remain; every¬ 
thing that passion and imagination have added, every 
unreasonable, every painful emotion, would be banished; 
and the friendship between the two families become ar' 
source of laSting happiness to both. 

Adieu, my Harriet! I am afraid of being tedious on an 
unpleasing subject. If I have omitted any-thing material 
in this argument, the excellent parents you are with, can 
abundantly supply it from their own reason, and experi¬ 
ence of the world. Assure them of my unfeigned regard; 
and believe me, my dear child, with a degree of efteem, 
that no young creature ever merited half so well, 

Your truly affettionate 

M. D. 

Pinned on by Lady G. 

“Don’t you think, Lady L. that the contents of this 
Letter ought to have the more weight with Harriet, as, 
were she to be Lady Grandison, they would suit her own 
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case and Emily’s, were Emily to make the same preten¬ 
sions to a perpetual single life, on the improbability of 
marrying her firSl Love? I shall freely speak my mind 
upon this subject, when Harriet can better bear the argu¬ 
ment.” 


LETTER XXXVIII. 

From the Earlo/G. To Lady G. 

My dear Daughter , Tuesday , Aug. 1. 

L ET me be excused for asking you a question by pen 
J and ink: When do you thinkofreturning from North¬ 
amptonshire? Lady Gertrude and I are out of all patience 
with you; not with Lord G. We know, that where-ever you 
are, there will he wish to be: His treasure and his heart 
muSi be together. But to me, who always loved my son; to 
Lady Gertrude, who always loved her nephew; and who 
equally rejoiced in the happy event that gave me a daugh¬ 
ter, and her a niece; what can you say in excuse for robing 
us of both? It is true, Miss Byron is a Lady that ought to 
be half the world to you: But muSt the other half have no 
manner of regard paid to it? I have enquired of Lord and 
Lady L. but they say you are so far from setting your 
time for return, that you are pressing them'to go down to 
you. What can my daughter mean by this? Have you 
taken a house in Northamptonshire? Have you forgot 
that you have taken one in Grosvenor Square? Every¬ 
thing is done there, that you had ordered to be done; and 
all are at a Stand for further directions. Let me tell you, 
Lady G. that my siSter and I love you both too well to bear 
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to be thus slighted. Love us but half as well, and you will 
tell us the day of your return. You don’t consider that we 
are both in years; and that, in all probability, you may 
often rejoice in the company you are with, when you can¬ 
not have ours. Excuse thisseriousconclusion. I am serious 
upon the subject—And why? Because I love you with a 
tenderness truly paternal. Pray make mine and my sis¬ 
ter’s compliments acceptable to the loveliest woman in 
England, and to every one whom she loves, who are now 
in Northamptonshire. I am, my dearest daughter, 

Tour ever-affeftionate 

G. 


LETTER XXXIX. 

Lady G. To the Right Honourable the Earl of G. 

Selby-house , Aug. 4. 

O MY dear Lord! what do you mean? Are you and 
Lady Gertrude really angry with me? I cannot bear 
the serious conclusion of your Letter. May you both live 
long, and be happy! If my affectionate duty to you both 
will contribute to your felicity, it shall not be wanting. I 
was so happy here, that I knew not when I should have 
returned to town, had you not, so kindly, as to your in¬ 
tention, yet so severely in your expressions, admonished 
me. I will soon throw myself at your feet; and by the next* 
po£t will fix the day on which I hope to be forgiven by you 
both. Let Lord G. answer for himself. Upon my word he 
is as much to blame as I am; nay, more; for he dotes upon 
Miss Byron. 
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Duty I avow: Pardon I beg: Never more, my dear and 
honoured Lord, shall you have like reason to chide 

Tour ever-dutiful Daughter , 

Nor you, my dear Lady Gertrude, 

Your mo§1 obedient Kinswoman , 

CHARLOTTE G. 


LETTER XL. 

Lady G. To Miss B YRON. 

London , Sat. Aug. 5. 

T HANK you, my reverend and dear Mrs. Shirley, 
Mrs. Selby, and Harriet the lovely and beloved. 
Thank you, my dear Lucy and Nancy Selby, and Kitty 
and Patty Holies; and good Miss Orme; and you, my 
dear disputatious uncle Selby, and honeft cousin James, 
and all the reft of you; for your particular graces, favours, 
civilities, and goodness superabundant, to my buftling 
Lord, and his lively Dame. Let the good Doftor and 
Emily thank you for themselves. 

And who do you think met us at St. Alban’s?—Why, 
Beauchamp, Sir Harry and my Lady, and Mr. and Mrs. 
Reeves 1 

Poor Sir Harry! He is in a very bad way; and Lady 
Beauchamp and his son (who peradventure had a reason 
he gave not) prevailed upon him to make this little excur¬ 
sion, in hopes it would divert him. They had not for some 
weeks paft seen him so chearful as we made him. 

Aunt Nell met us, at Barnet, with Cicely Badger, her 
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&ill older woman, whom she keeps about her to make 
herself look young, on comparison—But a piece of bad 
news, Harriet: Our aunt Nell has lo£t two more of her 
upper fore-teeth. A vile bit of bone (O how she execrates 
it!) which lurked in a fricasee, did the irreparable mis¬ 
chief : And the good old soul is teaching her upper-lip, 
when she speaks, to resign all motion to the under one, 
that it may as little as possible make the defeft visible. 
What poor wretches are we, Harriet, men as well as wo¬ 
men ! We pray for long life; and what is the issue of our 
prayers, but leave to outlive our teeth and our friends; to 
ffand in the way of our elbowing relations; and to change 
our swan-skins for skins of buff; which nevertheless will 
keep out neither cold nor infirmity? But I shall be serious 
by-and-by. And what is the design of my pen-prattle, but 
to make my sweet Harriet smile? 

The Earl and Lady Gertrude made up differences with 
me at fir£t sight. The Lady is a little upon the fallal \ a 
little aunt Nellish ; but I protect I love her, and reverence 
her brother. 

Beauchamp is certainly in love with Emily. When he 
firft addressed her at St. Alban’s, his hands trembled, his 
cheeks glowed, his tongue faltered—So young a gipsey 
to make a conquest of such importance/We women are 
powerful creatures, Harriet. As they say of horses, If we 
knew our own strength, and could have a little more pa¬ 
tience than we generally have, we might do what we j 
would with the powerless Lords of the creation. In mv 
conscience, Harriet, look all my acquaintance through, of 
both Sexes, I think there are three silly fellows to one silly 
woman: Don’t you think so in yours PJ —Are your Gre- 
villes, your Fenwicks, your Ormes, your Fowlers, your 
Pollexfens, your Bagenhalls, and half a score more I 
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could name, to be put in competition with Mrs. Shirley, 
Mrs. Selby, Lady D. our Lucy, Nancy, Miss Orme, the 
two Miss Holles’s?—Let uncle Selby and cousin James 
determine on the question. 

I am half in hopes that the little rogue Emily will draw 
herself in. Beauchamp is modest, yet not sheepish; he is 
prudent, manly, lively; has address: He will certainly 
draw her in, before she knows where she is: And how? 
Why by praising sincerely, and loving cordially, the man 
n.t present moft dear to her. When he first addressed her at 
St. Alban’s, O Mr. Beauchamp, said she, with an inno¬ 
cent freedom, not regarding his tremblings, his glow, 
and his faltrings, I am glad to see you: I long to have you 
entertain me with stories of my guardian. But, ah! Sir, 
speaking lower, and with a fallen countenance, tears ready 
to £tart, Whose, whose is he by this time? Yet, if you know 
it, don’t tell me: 11 muft not, mu£t not be. 

The praises given to those we really love, I believe, are 
more grateful to us than those conferred on ourselves. I 
will tell you how I account for this in general cases, my 
brother out of the question—We doubt not our own 
merits; but may be afraid, that the favoured objeft will 
not be considered by others as we are willing to consider 
him: But if he is, we take the praise given him as a com¬ 
pliment to our own judgment. Self-love, self-love, at the 
bottom of all we say and do: I am convinced it is, not¬ 
withstanding all you have urged to the contrary. Gener¬ 
ally , you know, I said. Do you think I will allow you to 
judge of the generality of the world by what you find in 
one of the bell hearts in it? 

An instance in point—I remember a Miss Hurdle; a 
sweet pretty creature, and very sensible: She had from 
her chamber-window been shot through the heart by the 
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blind archer, who took his £tand on the feather of a mili¬ 
tary man marching at the head of his company through 
the market-town in which she lived. Yet was her suscept¬ 
ibility her only inducement; for the man was neither hand¬ 
some in his person, nor genteel in his appearance: Nor 
could she be in Love with the sense of a man, had he been 
a Solomon, whose mouth she never saw opened, and to 
whose chara&er she was as much a Granger, as he was to 
hers, or her person, till she contrived to have him made 
acquainted with his good fortune. Constant, however, to 
her firff foolish impression, she, in opposition to all ad¬ 
vice, and the expostulations of a tender and indulgent 
mother, married him. A Solomon he was not. And when 
he at any time, by virtue of his relation to her, was intro¬ 
duced into her family, how would she blush, whenever he 
opened his mouth! And how did her eyes sparkle with 
gratitude upon any one who took the leaSl respectful no¬ 
tice of him 1 Compliments to herself were unheeded; but 
she seemed ready to throw herself at the feet of those who 
smiled upon, and directed themselves to, her Captain. 
Poor girl! she wanted to give credit to the motive by which 
she had been afted. 

Now, Harriet, I charge you, that you think not that 
this man’s name was Anderson. Somebody met with an 
escape! Yet now-and then I blush for Somebody. Yet be¬ 
tween this Somebody and Miss Hurdle’s cases there was 
this difference—A father’s apprehended— Tyranny — 
(shall I call it?) impressing the one; a tindery fit the other. 
In the one a timely recovery; in the other, the firCt folly * 
deliberately confirmed. 

Dear, dear Harriet! let me make you smile!—I pro¬ 
tect, if you won’t, I will talk of Lord D. and then I know 
you will frown. 
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The excellent Lady of that name has already been to 
welcome us to town. She absolutely dotes upon you; so, 
she says, does the young Earl. She prays day and night, 
she tells me, that my brother may soon come to England, 
his Italian bride in his hand. She experts every poSt to 
hear from Sir Arthur Brandon; who has carried a Letter 
from her, and another from the Earl of N. recommending 
that promising young gentleman to my brother’s favour, 
on his visiting Italy. She hopes my brother will not take 
amiss her freedom, at so short an acquaintance. If Sir 
Arthur sends her such news as she wishes, and we dread, 
to hear, away drives she to Northamptonshire—And 
should she, I don’t know who will scruple to wish her 
success; for her young man rises every day in his charac¬ 
ter. My dear creature, you muSt, you shall, be in our row; 
and Lady D’s laSt Letter to you is unanswerable. Forgive 
me for touching upon this subject: But we have no hopes. 
You have nothing to fear; since you expe£l what the next 
mails will bring. And who of us, after all, have our firSl 
Love? Aunt Nell would not have descended sola into her 
greys, nor Cicely Badger neither, if they might have ob¬ 
tained the men of their choice—Poor aunt Nell! she has 
been telling me (her taken-off speftacles in her fingers) 
of a disappointment of this kind in her youth, with such 
woeful earnestness, that it made me ready to cry for her. 
She lays it at the door of her brother, my poor father; and 
now will you wonder, that, to this hour, she cannot speak 
of him with patience?—Poor aunt Nell! 

Well, but how do you, my Love? For Heaven’s sake, 
be well. Could I make you speak out, could I make you 
complain, I should have some hope of you: But so sorrow¬ 
ful when alone, as we plainly see, yet aiming to be so 
chearful in company—O my dear 1 you muSt be glutton- 

t 
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ous of grief in your solitary hours. But what tho’ the man 
be Sir Charles Grandison; Is not the woman Harriet 
Byron? 

- Lady L. tells me, that Olivia behaved like a distracted 
woman, when she took leave of her on her setting out to 
yreturn to Italy. She sometimes wept, sometimes raved, 
Jand threatened. Wretched woman! Surely she will not 
attempt the life of the man she so ungovernably loves 1 
(Oar case, Harriet, is not so hard as hers: But she will 
vlsooner get over her talkative, than you will your silent 
J Love. When a person can rave, the passion is not danger- 
I ous. If the head be safe, pride and supposed slight will in 
f time harden the heart of such a one; and her Love will be 
j>wallowed up by resentment. 

You complimented me on my civility to my good man, 
all the time we were with you. Indeed I was very civil to 
him. It is now become a habit, and I verily think that it 
looks well in man and wife to behave prettily to each other 
before company. I now-and-then, however, sit down with 
a full design to make him look about him; but he is so 
obliging, that I am constrained, against my intention, to 
let the fit go off, without making him very serious. 

Am I conceited, Harriet? Which of the two silly folks, 
do you think, has moSt (Not wit—Wit is a foolish thing, 
but) understanding? I think the woman has it, all to no¬ 
thing.—Now don’t mortify me. If you pretend to doubt., I 
will be sure . Upon my word, my dear, I am an excellent 
creature, so thinking, so assured, to behave so obligingly 
fas I do to Lord G^ever, never, unless a woman, has as 
much prudence as your Charlotte, let her wed a man who 
has less understanding than herself. But women marry 
not so much now-a-days for Love, or fitness of tempers, 
as for the liberty of gadding abroad with less censure, and 



Let. 40.] Sir Charles Grandison 275 

less controul—And yet, now I think of it, we need onlyft 
to take a survey of the flocks of single women which croud! 
to Ranelagh and Vaux-hall markets, dressed out to beli 
cheapened , not purchased, to be convinced that the maids/ 
are as much above either shame or controul, as the wivey 
But were not fathers desirous to get the drugs off their 
hands (to express myself in young Danby’s saucy Slile) 
these freedoms would not be permitted. As for mothers , 
many of them are for escorting their daughters to public 
places, because they themselves like racketing. 

But how, Charlotte, methinks you ask, do these re¬ 
flexions on your own Sex square with what you said above 
of the preference of women to men?—How! I'll tell you. 
'OThe men who frequent those places are ftill more silly 
than we. Is it their interest to join in this almost universal 
dissipation? And would the women croud to market, if 
jhere were not men ? 

We are entered into our new house. It is furnished in 
tafte. Lord G. has wanted but very little of my correftion, 

I do assure you, in the disposition of every-thing: He be¬ 
gins to want employment. Have you, Harriet, any-thing 
to busy him in?—I am not willing to teach him to knot. 
Poor man! He has already knit one that he cannot untie. 

God bless the honeft Soul! He came to me, ju£t now, 
so prim, and so pleased—A Parrot and Paroquet—The 
Parrot is the finest talker! He had great difficulty, he said, 
in getting them. He had observed, that I was much taken 
with Lady Finlay’s Parrot. Lady Finlay had a Marmouset 
too. I wonder the poor man did not bring me a Monkey. 
O! but you’ll say, That was needless—You are very 
smart, Harriet, upon my man. I won’t allow any-body 
but myself to abuse him. 

Intolerable levity, Charlotte!—And so it is. But to 
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whom? Only to you. I love the man better every day than 
the former. When I write of him thus saucily, it is in the 
gaiety of my heart: But if, instead of a smile, I have drawn 
upon myself your contempt, what a mortification, how¬ 
ever deserved, will that be to 

Your 

CHARLOTTE G.! 

LETTER XLI. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Selby-house , July 24. 

Y O U write, my dear Lady G. with intent to make me 
smile. I thank you for your intention: It is not wholly 
loSt. My friends and I are one; and my uncle and cousin 
James laughed out at several places in your lively Letter. 
Lucy, Nancy, smiled. My cousins Kitty and Patty Holies 
said, You were a charming Lady: But shall I tell you 
what my grandmamma and aunt said?—I will not—Now 
will your curiosity be excited—To say the truth, they 
spoke not; they only shook their heads. I saw, my dear, 
greatly as they love and admire you, that if they had smiled, 
it would have been at, not with, the poor Charlotte (Let 
me pity you, my dear!) who, in some places of her Letter, 
could sport with the infirmities of age, to which we are all 
advancing, and even wish to arrive at; and in others treat 
lightly a man, to whom she owes respe£t, and has vowed 
duty; and who almost adores her. 

You ask, my dear, which of a certain pair has moil un¬ 
derstanding? And you bid me not mortify you with giv- 
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mg it on the man’s side. I will not. Lord G. is far from 
being wanting in understanding; but Lady G. has un¬ 
doubtedly more than thousands, even of sensible women: 
But in her treatment of certain subje&s, she by no means 
shews it. There’s for you, my dear! I hope you will be 
displeased with your Harriet. You ought to take one of us 
to task. Methinks I would not have you be angry with 
yourself. 

But, my dear, I am not well: This therefore may make 
me the less capable of relishing your raillery. These men 
vex me. Greville’s obftinate perseverance, and so near a 
neighbour, that I cannot avoid seeing him often: Poor 
Mr. Orme’s ill health: Another Letter from Sir Rowland 
Meredith, its contents so extremely kind and generous! 
—All these afflift me.—Lady D. urging me (I am afraid 
I muft say) with such strength of reason, and with an 
affettion so truly maternal, that I know not how to an¬ 
swer her: And juft now I have received a Letter, un¬ 
known to that good Lady, from the Earl of D.—laying in 
a claim, on a certain supposition, that—O my dear! how 
cruel is all this to your Harriet! My grandmamma by her 
eyes, I see, wishes me to think of marriage, and with Lord 
D.—as all thoughts—I need not say of what—are over 
—My aunt Selby’s eyes are ready to second my grand¬ 
mamma’s—My uncle speaks out on the same side of the 
queftion: So do you: So does Lucy. Nancy is silent: She 
sees my difturbance when I am looked at, and talked to, 
on this subjeft—So ought Lucy, I think. Sir Rowland 
says, Mr. Fowler has almoft pined himself to death.— 
My Soul, my dear, is fretted. I have begged leave to pass 
a fortnight or three weeks with my good Mr. Deane, who 
rejoiced at the motion; but my grandmother heard my 
requeft with tears: She could not spare her Harriet, she 
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told'me. My aunt also dried her eyes—How, my Char¬ 
lotte, could I think of leaving them?—Yet could they 
have parted with me, I should surely have been more 
composed with Mr. Deane than at present I can be any¬ 
where else. He is more delicate (Shall I be excused to say?) 
than my uncle. 

Were but the news come that the solemnity is over—I 
am greatly mistaken in myself, if I should not be more 
easy than I am at present—But then I should be more 
teazed, more importuned, than before. You tell me, the 
Countess of D. would come down: The very thought of 
that visit hurts me. 

I have no doubt but by this time the knot is tied. God 
Almighty shower on the heads of both, the choicest of 
his blessings 11 should be quite out of humour with my¬ 
self, if I were not able to offer up this prayer as often as I 
pray for myself. 

I beg of you, my dear, to speed to me the next Letters 
from Italy, be the contents what they will. You know I 
am armed. Shall the event I wish to be over, either sur¬ 


prise or grieve me? —Ihope not. 

/fl will not pity Lady Olivia, because she threatened and 
/yaved. True Love rages not; threatens not. Yet a dis¬ 
appointment in Love is a dreadful thing; and may oper¬ 
ate, in different minds, different ways; as I have read 
.somewhere. 

I shall write to all my friends in town, and at Colne- 
brook: I trouble you not, therefore, with particular com¬ 
pliments to them. 

How could you mention the names of Mr. and Mrs. 
Reeves, and say no more of them? I thought you loved 
them both. They are deserving of your love, and love you. 

Never, I believe, did any young creature suffer in her 
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mind by suspense as I have done for some months paft. 
In the present situation of things I know not what fur¬ 
ther to write. What can I, my Charlotte?—Conjectural 
topics are reserved for my closet and pillow. 

Adieu, and adieu, my beloved friend, my dear Lady G. 
Be good, and be happy! What a blessing that both are in 
your power! May they ever be so! and may you make a 
good use of that power! prays 


Tour 


HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XLII. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Dr. Bartlett. 

Bologna, July 8—19. 

M Y heart is unusually sad. How imperfeft is that hap¬ 
piness which we cannot enjoy without giving pain 
to another 1 The Count of Belvedere has been made ac¬ 
quainted with the hopeful turn in the mind of Clemen¬ 
tina; and that, in all probability, she will be given as a 
reward to the man to whose friendly cares for her, and 
her brother, the whole family attribute the happy alter¬ 
ation ; and late lasl night he gave me notice of his arrival 
in this city, and of his intention to pay me an early visit 
this morning. 

I have juft now had a message from Clementina by 
Camilla, with a requeft, that I will suspend my intended 
visit till the afternoon. 

I asked Camilla, If she knew the reason of this; and of 
her being so early dispatched with it? She said, It was her 
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young Lady’s own order, without consulting any-body. 
The Marchioness, said she, yefterday in the afternoon, 
told her, that every-thing was now absolutely determined 
upon between them and me; and she would be miftress of 
her own wishes; and that I should be allowed to attend 
her in the morning at breakfast, to know what those were. 
Her young Lady, on this happy communication (so Cam¬ 
illa called it) threw herself at her mother’s feet, and in a 
very graceful manner acknowleged her father’s and her 
indulgence to her; and from that hour her temper took a 
turn different from what it had been before. For, ever 
since, said Camilla, she has been silent, solemn, and re¬ 
served; yet busy at her pen, transcribing fair from her 
pocket-book what she had written in it. To-morrow, 
Camilla!—To-morrow! said she, breaking once her sol¬ 
emn silence, her complexion varying, will be a day in¬ 
deed ! O that it were come! and yet I dread it. How shall 
I, face to face, converse with this exalted man! What shall 
I do to appear as great as He? His goodness fires me with 
emulation!—O that to-morrow were come, and gone! 

This was over night. I believe, proceeded Camilla, that 
the dear Lady is drawing up some conditions of her own 
for you to sign: But, Sir, I dare say, by the hint she has 
thrown out, they will be generous ones, and what will 
have more of fancy than hardship in them. 

I had much ado to prevail upon her, continued her 
faithful woman, to go to reft at midnight: Yet at four in 
the morning she arose, and went to her pen and ink; and 
about six commanded me to call Laura to attend her, 
while I went to you with the message I have brought. I 
expoftulated with her, and begged she would delay it till 
the Marchioness arose; but she began to be impatient: I 
have reason in my requeft, Camilla, said she. I muft not 
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be contradicted, or expostulated with: My head will not 
bear opposition, at this time. Is it a slight thing for such a 
poor creature as I have been, and am, to be put out of her 
course? Am I not to have a meeting with the Chevalier 
Grandison, on the moSl important a< 5 t of my life? My 
mamma tells me, that I am to be now miStress of my own 
will: Don’tCamilla, seek to controul me. I shall not 
be prepared enough for the subject he will possibly talk 
to me upon, till the afternoon: And if I know he is in the 
house with an expectation of seeing me, I shall want the 
presence of mind I am Struggling to obtain. 

So, Sir, concluded Camilla, I have performed my duty. 
The dear Lady, I see, will be in too much confusion, if the 
important subjeCt be not begun with precaution: But 
wjjo shall inStruCt you in such delicate points as these? 
One thing, however, permit me, Sir, to observe -fl have 
often known young Ladies go on courageously with a 
Lover, while the end in view has been distant, or there 
have been difficulties to encounter with; but when these 
idifficulties are overcome, and they have ascended the hill 
they toiled up, they have turned round, and looked about 
wiem, with fear as Strong as their hope. 

^ What the conditions may be— 

But the Count of Belvedere is come. 


Ten o'clock. 

The Count accoSted me, in return for the kindeSt re¬ 
ception I could give him, with an air of coldness and dis¬ 
pleasure. I was surprised at a behaviour so different from 
his usual politeness, and the kindness he had ever shewn 
me. I took notice to him of it. He asked me, If I would tell 
him faithfully what my present situation was with Lady 
Clementina? 
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I will, my Lord, if I tell you any-thing of it: But the 
temper of mind you seem to be in, may not, perhaps, for 
your own sake, any more than mine, make it prudent for 
me to comply with your expectations. 

You need not give me any other answer, replied he. 
You seem to be sure of the Lady: But she muCt not, she 
shall not, be yours, while I am living. 

It is not for me, my Lord, who have met with many 
amazing turns and incidents which I have not either in¬ 
vited or provoked, to be surprised at any- thing: But if 
your Lordship has any expectations, any demands, to 
make on this subjeCt, it muCt be from the family of the 
Marchese della Porretta, and not from me. 

Do you think Sir, that I feel not the Cling of this refer¬ 
ence? And yet all the family, but one, are in my interest in 
their hearts; every consideration is on my side; not one, 
but the plausibility of your generosity, and the specious¬ 
ness of your person and manners, on yours. 

A man, my Lord, should not be reproached for qual¬ 
ities, upon which, whether he has them or not, he values 
not himself. But, let me ask you, Were my pretensions 
out of the question, has your Lordship any hope of an 
interest in the affections of Lady Clementina? 

While she is unmarried, I may hope. Had you not 
come over to us, I make no doubt but I might, in time, 
have called her mine. You cannot but know, that her ab¬ 
sence of mind was no obstacle with me. 

I am wholly satisfied in my own conduCt, replied I: 
That, my Lord, is a great point with me: lam not ac¬ 
countable for it to any man on earth. Yet, if you have any 
doubts about it, propose them. I have a high opinion of 
the Count of Belvedere, and wish to have him think well 
of me. 
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Tell me, Chevalier, what your present situation is with 
Lady Clementina? What is concluded upon between the 
family and you? And whether Clementina herself has de¬ 
clared for you? 

She has not yet declared herself to me. I repeat, that I 
have a value for the Count of Belvedere, and will there¬ 
fore acquaint him with more than he has reason to expert 
from the humour which seems to have governed him in 
this visit.—I am to attend her this afternoon, by appoint¬ 
ment: Her family and I understand one another. I have 
been willing to consider the natural impulses of a spirit so 
pure, though disturbed, as the finger of Providence. I 
have hitherto been absolutely passive: In honour I can¬ 
not now be so. This afternoon, my Lord— 

“This afternoon, ’ ’ trembling; What! this afternoon!— 

Will my deStiny, as to Lady Clementina, be deter¬ 
mined. 

I am diStradted. If her friends are determined in your 
favour, it is from necessity, rather than choice: But if the 
Lady is left to her own determination, I am a loSt man. 

You have given a reason, my Lord, for your acquies¬ 
cence, should Lady Clementina determine in my favour 
—But it cannot be a happy circumstance for me, if, as 
you hint, I am to enter into the family of Porretta as an 
unwelcome relation to any of them; and Still less, if my 
good fortune shall make a man, juStly valued by all who 
know him, unhappy. 

And are you, this afternoon, Chevalier, to see Clemen¬ 
tina for the purpose you intimate? This very afternoon? 
—And are you then to change your passive condudt to¬ 
wards her? And will you court, will you urge her to con¬ 
sent to be yours? Religion, Country—Let me tell you, 
Sir—I muSt take resolutions. With infinite regret I tell 
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you, that I muff. You will not refuse to meet me. The 
consent is not yet given: You shall not rob Italy of such a 
prize. Favour me, Sir, this moment, without the city- 
gates. 

Unhappy man! How much I pity you! You know my 
principles. It is hard, afring as I have done, to be thus in¬ 
vited. Acquaint yourself with my whole conduct in this 
affair, from the Bishop, from Father Marescotti, from 
the General himself, so much always your friend, and 
once so little mine. What has influenced them (so much as 
you seem to think againff their inclinations) cannot want 
its influence upon a mind so noble as that of the Count of 
Belvedere. But whatever be your resolutions upon the en¬ 
quiries I wish you to make, I tell you beforehand, that I 
never will meet you but as my friend. 

He turned from me with emotion: He walked about 
the room as a man irresolute; and at laff, with a wildness 
in his air, approached me—I will go this inffant, said he, 
to the family: I will see Father Marescotti, and the Bish¬ 
op ; and I will let them know my despair. And if I cannot 
have hope given me—O Chevalier! once more I say, that 
Lady Clementina shall not be yours, while I live. 

He looked round him, as if he would not have any-body 
hear what he was going to say, but me, tho’ no one was 
near: And whispering, It is better, said he, to die by your 
hand, than—He ff opt; and in disorder hurried from me; 
and was out of sight when I got down to the door. 

The Count, when he came up to me, left his valet be¬ 
low; who told Saunders, that Lady Sforza had made hfc 
Lord a visit at Parma; and by something she related to 
him, had Simulated him to make this to me. He added, 
that he was very apprehensive of the humour he came in, 
and which he had held ever since he saw Lady Sforza. 
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How, my dear Dr. Bartlett, do the rash escape as they 
do; when I, who endeavour to avoid embarrasments, and 
am not ready either to give or take offence, am hardly 
able to extricate myself from one difficulty, but I find my¬ 
self involved in another? What cannot a woman do, when 
she resolves to make mischief among friends? Lady Sforza 
isTHIgh-ipTrited aitdrontming^worhan. If is not for her 
i nterest that C lemen'HrTalTi'OtiTd'marrv at all: But yet, as 
the Count of B etved er ei'S a root, a dls p asst on ate man, and 
knows the views of that Lady, I cannot but wonder what 
those arts muff be, by which she has been able to excite, 
in so calm a breast, a flame so vehement. 

I am now hastening to the palace of Porretta; my heart 
not a little affected with the apprehensions given me by 
Camilla’s account of her young Lady’s solemn, yet active 
turn, on the expected visit. For does it not indicate an 
imagination too much raised for the occasion (important 
as that is); and that her disorder is far from subsiding? 


LETTER XLIII. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Dr. Bartlett. 

Bologna , Sat. Evening. 

I SIT down, now, my dear and reverend friend, to 
write to you particulars which will surprize you. Cle¬ 
mentina is the noblest woman on earth. What at laff— 
But I find I muff have a quieter heart, and fingers too, 
before I can proceed. 

I think I am a little less agitated than I was. The above 
few lines shall go; for they will express to you the emo- 
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tions of my mind, when I attempted to write an account 
of what had then so newly passed. 

As soon as I entered the palace, Camilla met me, and 
conduced me to the Marchioness. The Marquis and the 
Bishop were with her. O Chevalier! said she, we have 
been greatly disturbed by a visit from the Count of Belve¬ 
dere. Poor man!—He says he waited on you at your 
lodgings. 

He did. I then, at the Bishop’s request, told them all 
that had passed between us, except his laft words, which 
implied, that it was better to die by the hand of another 
man, than by his own. 

They expressed their concern for him, and their ap¬ 
prehensions for me; but I found that his unexpected visit 
had not altered their purpose in my favour. They were 
convinced, they told him, that the restoration of their 
daughter’s tranquillity of mind depended upon giving 
her entirely her own way; and not one word more of oppo¬ 
sition or contradiction should she meet with from them. 

I have been hindered, said the Marchioness, by this 
unhappy man’s visit, and his vehemence, which moved 
me to pity him (for I am afraid that he will be in our 
daughter’s unhappy way) from watching in person the 
humour of my child; which, two hours ago, Camilla told 
me, was very particular. I was going to her, when you 
came; but I will send for Camilla.—She did. 

As soon as she saw me in the morning, continued the 
Marchioness, she apologized to me for sending Camilla 
to you, to suspend your visit till the afternoon. She was 
not, she said, prepared to see you.—I asked her, continued 
she, What preparation was wanted to see a man esteemed 
by us all, and who had given such instances of his regard 
to her? 
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Madam, answered she, and seemed as if gasping for 
breath, Am I not now to see him in a light, in which 
hitherto I never beheld him? I have a thousand things to 
say to him, none of which perhaps I shall be able to say, 
except he draws them from me. He hinted once, very 
lately, that he could only be rewarded by a family ad. We 
cannot reward him; that is my grief: I muSt see him with a 
heart overwhelmed with obligation. He will appear as a 
Prince to me: I muSt to myself as his vassal. I have been 
putting down, in writing, what I should say to him; but I 
cannot please myself. O madam! he is great in my eyes, 
because I am unable to reward him as he deserves. I told 
her, that her fortune, her quality, the sacrifice she would 
make of her Country (tho’ never, I hoped, of her Reli¬ 
gion) ought to give her a higher opinion of herself; tho’ 
all these were far from cancelling the obligation we all 
were under to him, on our Jeronymo’s account, as well as 
on hers. 

Well, madam, replied she, Heaven only knows how I 
shall be able to behave to him, now you have left every¬ 
thing to myself; and now he will talk to me, by permis¬ 
sion, on a subject so new, yet so very interesting. O that 
this day were over! 

I asked her, proceeded the Marchioness, if she would 
yet take further time?—A week, or more? 

O no, said she: That muSt not be. I shall be prepared 
to see him, I hope, by the afternoon. Pray let him come 
then. I am very clear now, putting her hand to her fore¬ 
head : I may not be so a week, nor a day hence. 

Camilla then entered the room. Camilla, said the Mar¬ 
chioness, In what way is the dear creature now? 

Ever since your Ladyship left her, she has been more 
reserved and thoughtful; yet her spirits are high: Her 
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mind seems full of the Chevalier’s next visit; and twice, 
within this half-hour she asked, If he were come? She 
reads over and over, something she has written; lays it 
down, takes it up; walks about the room; sometimes with 
an air of dignity, at others hanging down her head. I don’t 
like her frequent Cartings. Within this hour she has sev¬ 
eral times shed tears. She sighs often. She was not to be 
pleased with her dress. Once she would be in black; then 
in colours; then her white and silver was taken out: But 
that, she said, would give her a bridal appearance: She at 
la£t chose her plain white satten. She looks like an Angel. 
But O that her eyes, and her motions shewed greater 
composure! 

You have a task before you, Chevalier, said the Bishop. 
What tokens are these of a disordered, yet a raised mind 1 
We may see, from these extraordinary agitations, on the 
expeftation of a conversation that is to end in her consent 
to crown your wishes, how much her heart has been in 
that event: May it be happy to you both 1 

I fear nothing, said the Marchioness, as to the happi¬ 
ness of my child, that lies within the power of the Cheva¬ 
lier : I am sure of his tenderness to her. 

I think, said the Marquis, we will allow the Chevalier 
to carry his bride over to England for the firtt six months, 
and return with her to us in the second: It may give a new 
turn to the course of her ideas. The same places, the same 
persons, always in view, may sadden her reflecting heart. 
And, besides, the mind of the poor Count of Belvedere 
may be ftrengthened by this absence. 

The Bishop applauded this thought. The Marchion¬ 
ess said, Reason may approve the motion; but can the 
mother so soon part with her child?—Yet for her happi¬ 
ness, I mu£t submit. 
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Let us, said the Marquis, leave this to her choice, as 
the reft. Camilla, let my daughter know, that the Cheval¬ 
ier attends her pleasure. You would have it so, Cheval¬ 
ier? 

I bowed my assent. 

Camilla returned not presently :When she did; I could 
not come sooner, said she. My young Lady is strangely 
fluttered. I have been reasoning with her.—Madam, 
turning to the Marchioness, Will you be pleased to walk 
up to her? 

Had this been the firSl interview, said the Bishop, I 
should not have wondered at her discomposure—But 
this disorder shews itself in a ftrange variety of shapes. 

The Marchioness, attended by Camilla, went up. I 
was soon sent for. The Marchioness met me at the en¬ 
trance of the young Lady’s dressing-room—and retiring, 
whispered—I believe, she had rather be alone with you. 
Dear creature! I don’t know what to make of her. She 
has, I fansy, something to propose to you. Camilla, come 
with me. We will be but in the next room, Chevalier. 

When I entered the room, the young Lady was sitting 
in a pensive mood, at her toilette; her hand supporting 
her head. A fine glow overspread her cheeks, as soon as 
she saw me: She arose, and, courtesying low, advanced a 
few fteps towards me; but trembled, and looked now 
down, now aside, and now consciously glancing towards 
me. 

I approached her, and, with profound resped:, took 
„her hand with both mine, and pressed it with my lips. I 
address not myself now to Lady Clementina as my pupil: 
I have leave given me to look upon her in a nearer light; 
and she will have the goodness to pardon the freedom of 
this address. 


u 
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Ah, Chevalier! said she, turning her face from me, but 
not withdrawing her hand—And hesitating, as if not 
knowing how to speak her mind, sighed, and was silent. 

I led her to her chair. She sat down, £till trembling. 
God be praised, said I, bowing my face on both her hands, 
as I held them in mine, for the amended health of the 
Lady so dear to all who have the happiness of knowing 
her! May her recovery, and that of our dear Jeronymo, 
be perfefted! 

Happy man! said she, happy in the power given you to 
oblige as you have done!—But how, how shall I—O, 
Sir! you know not the conflict that has rent my heart in 
pieces, ever since—I forget when.—O Chevalier! I have 
not power—She ftopt, wept, and remained silent. 

It is in your power, madam, to make happy the man to 
whom you own obligations which are already overpaid. 

I took my seat by her, at her silent motion to a chair. 

Speak on, Sir: My soul is labouring with great pur¬ 
poses. Tell me, tell me, all you have to say to me. My 
heart is too big for its prison, putting her hand to it: It 
wants room, methinks; yet utterance is denied me— 
Speak, and let me be silent. 

Your Father, Mother, Brothers, Uncle, are all of one 
mind. I am permitted to open my heart to their Clemen¬ 
tina; and I promise myself a gracious audience. Father 
Marescotti befriends me.—The terms, madam, are those 
I offered when I was laft in Italy. 

She hung down her head, in likening silence— 

Every other year I am to be happy with my Clemen¬ 
tina in England— 

Tour Clementina, Sir!—Ah Chevalier 1 —She blushed, 
and turned away her face— Tour Clementina, Sir! re- 
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peated she—and looked pleased; yet a tear Stole down on 
her glowing cheek. 

Yes, madam, I am encouraged to hope you will be 
mine.—You are to have your confessor, madam. Father 
Marescotti will do me the honour of attending you in that 
function. His piety, his zeal; my own charity for all those 
who differ from me in opinion; my honour, so solemnly 
engaged to the family who condescend to entrust me with 
their dearest pledge, will be your security. 

Ah, Sir! interrupted she, And are not you then to be a 
Catholic? 

You consented, madam, when I was laSl in Italy, that I 
should pursue the dictates of my conscience. 

Did I ? said she, and sighed!—Well, Sir— 

Your father or mother, madam, will acquaint you with 
every other particular in which you shall want to be satis¬ 
fied. 

Tears Stood in her eyes; she seemed in great perplex¬ 
ity. She would twice or thrice have spoken; but speech 
was denied her: At laSt, she gave me her hand, and di- 
refted her Steps, trembling, to her closet. She entered it. 
Leave me, leave me, said she; and putting a paper in my 
hand, and shutting to the door, inStantly, as I saw, fell on 
her knees; and I, to avoid hearing sobs which pierced my 
heart, went into the next apartment, where were her mo¬ 
ther and Camilla, who had heard part of what had passed 
between us. The Marchioness went to her; but presently 
returning, The dear creature, said she, is quite sensible, 
thank God, tho’ in grief. She besought me to leave her to 
her own Struggles. If she could but be assured that you, 
Chevalier, would forgive her, she should be better. She 
had given you a paper. Let him read it, said she; and let 

U 2 
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me ftay heretillhe sends for me, if he can bear in his sight, 
after he has read it, a creature unworthy of his goodness. 
—What, said the Marchioness, can be the meaning of all 
this? 

I was as much surprised as she. I had not opened the 
paper, and offered to read it in her presence; but she de¬ 
sired to hear it read in her Lord’s, if it were proper; and 
precipitately withdrew, leaving me in the young Lady’s 
dressing-room, Camilla attending in the next apartment, 
to wait her commands. I was astonished at the contents. 
These are they (a ): 

O TH O U whom my heart best loveth, forgive me 1 
—Forgive me, said I, for what?—For acting, if I 
am enabled to aft, greatly? The example is from thee, 
who, in my eyes, art the greatest of human creatures. My 
duty calls upon me one way: My heart resifts my duty, 
and tempts me not to perform it: Do thou, O God, sup¬ 
port me in the arduous ftruggle! Let it not, as once be¬ 
fore, overthrow my reason; mybutjuft-returningreason 1 
—O God! do thou support me, and ftrengthen my rea¬ 
son. My effort is great! It is worthy of the creature, which 
thou, Clementina, didft always aspire to be. 

My Tutor, my Brother, my Friend! O moft beloved 
and beft of men! seek me not in marriage. I am unworthy 
of Thee. Thy Soul was ever moft dear to Clementina: 
Whenever I meditated the gracefulness of thy person, I 
reftrained my eye, I checked my fancy: And how? Why, 
by meditating the superior graces of thy mind. And is not 
that Soul, thought I, to be saved? Dear obftinate and 
perverse! And shall I bind my Soul to a Soul allied to per¬ 
dition? That so dearly loves that Soul, as hardly to wish to 

(a) Translated by Dr. Bartlett. 
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be separated from it in its future lot.—O thou moil ami¬ 
able of men! How can I be sure, that, were I thine, thou 
wouldil not draw me after thee, by Love, by sweetness of 
Manners, by condescending Goodness? I, who once 
thought a Heretic the woril of Beings, have been already 
led, by the amiableness of thy piety, by the universality 
of thy charity to all thy fellow-creatures, to think more 
favourably of all Heretics, for thy sake? Of what force 
would be the admonitions of the moil pious Confessor, 
were thy condescending goodness, and sweet persuasion, 
to be exerted to melt a heart wholly thine? I know that I 
should not forbear arguing with thee, in hopes to con¬ 
vince thee: Yet, sensible of thy superior powers, and of 
my duty, might I not be entangled? My Confessor would, 
in that case, grow uneasy with me. Women love not to be 
suspected. Opposition arises from suspicion and contra¬ 
diction ; thy Love, thy Gentleness, thrown in the other 
scale, should I not be loil? 

And what have my Father, my Mother, my Brothers 
done, that I should shew myself willing to leave them, 
and a beloved Country, for a Country but lately hated 
too, as well as the Religion? But now, that that hatred is 
gone off, and so soon, gives another inilance of my weak¬ 
ness, and thy ilrength, O moil amiable of men!—O 
thou, whom my Soul loveth, seek not to entangle me by 
thy Love! WereJjxihe thine, my duty to thee wouldmis- 
dead me fromtKat I owe to.m^ God, and make me more 
than temporarily unhappy: Smce wert thou to convince 
me at fhBTfw^"my doubts would return; and whenever 
thou wert absent, I should be doubly miserable. For canil 
Thou, can I, be indifferent in these high matters? Hail 
thou not shewn me, that thou canil not? And shall I not be 
benefited by thy example? Shall a wrong Religion have a' 
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\force, an efficacy, upon thee , which a right one cannot 
have upon me ?—O thou moft amiable of men 1 seek not 
<0 entangle me by thy Love! 

* But doff thou indeed love me? Or is it owing to thy 
generosity, thy compassion, thy nobleness, for a creature, 
who, aiming to be great like thee, could not sustain the 
effort? I call upon thee, blessed Virgin, to witness, how I 
formerly struggled with myself! How much I endeavour¬ 
ed to subdue that affection which I ever muff bear to 
him !—Permit me, moff generous of men, to subdue it 1 
It is in thy power to hold me faff, or to set me free. I know 
thou loveff Clementina: It is her pride to think that thou 
doff. But she is not worthy of thee. Yet let thy heart own, 
that thou loveff her Soul, her immortal Soul, and her fu¬ 
ture peace. In thatwWt thou shew thy Love, as she has en¬ 
deavoured to shew hers. Thou art all magnanimity: Thou 
canff suffain the effort which she was unequal to. Make 
some other woman happy!.—But I cannot bear that it 
shall be an Italian. If it mutt be an Italian, not Florence, 
but Bologna, shall give an Italian to thee! 

But can I shew thee this paper, which has coff me so 
many tears, so much ffudy, so much blotting-out, and re¬ 
vising and transcribing, and which yet I drew up with an 
intent to shew thee? I verily think I cannot: Nor will I, till 
I can see, by conversing with thee face to face, what I 
shall be enabled to do, in answer to prayers to Heaven, 
that it would enable me 1 —O how faint, at times, have 
been those prayers! 

You, my Father, my Mother, my Brothers, and you, 
my spiritual Father, pious and good man! have helped to 
subdue me by your generous goodness. You have all 
yielded up your own judgments to mine. You have told 
me, that if the choice of my heart can make me happy, 
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happy I shall be. But do I not know, that you have com-, 
plied with me, for my sake only?—Shall I not, if it pleasen 
God to restore my memory, be continually recollecting \ 
the arguments which you, Father Marescotti, in particu- \ 
lar, formerly urged against an alliance with this noblest *. 
of men, because he was of a religion so contrary to my 
own, and so pertinacious in it? And will those recollections 
make me happy? O permit, permit me, my deareSt friends, 
dill to be God’s child, the spouse of my Redeemer onlyl 
Let me, let me yet take the veil!—And let me, in a place 
consecrated to his glory,passtKe remainder of my life (It / 
may not be a long one) in prayers for you all, and in 
prayers for the conversion and happiness of the man, 
whose soul my soul loveth, and ever muSt love. What is 
the portion of this world, which my grandfathers have 
bequeathed to me, weighed againSt this motive, and my 
soul’s everlasting welfare? Let me take a great revenge of 
my cruel cousin Laurana. Let hers be the eState so truly 
despised, and so voluntarily forfeited, by the happier 
Clementina!—Are we not all of us rich and noble? Shall 
I not have a great revenge, if I can be enabled to take it in- 
this way? 

O thou whom my soul loveth, let me try the greatness 
of thy love, and the greatness of thy soul, by thy en¬ 
deavours to Strengthen, and not impair, a resolution, 
which, after all, it will be in thy power to make me break 
or keep: For God only knoweth what this Struggle from 
the firSt hath coSt me; and what it will Still further coSt 
me! But, my brain wounded, my health impaired, can I 
expeCt a long life? And shall I not endeavour to make the 
close of it happy? Let me be great, my Chevalier! How 
fondly can I nevertheless call thee my Chevalier! Thou 
canSt make the unhappy Clementina what thou pleaseSt. 
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But, O my friends, what can we do for this great and 
good man, in return for the obligations he hath heaped 
upon us all? In return for his goodness to two of your 
children ? These obligations lie heavy upon my heart. Yet 
who knows not his magnanimity? Who, that knows him, 
knows not that he can enjoy the reward in the adtion? 
iDivine, almost divine, Philanthropist, canSt thou forgive 
jme?—But I know thou canSt. Thou haSt the same no- 
j tions that I have of the brevity and vanity of this world’s 
j glory, and of the duration of that to come. And can I have 
the presumption to imagine, that the giving thee in mar¬ 
riage so wounded a frame, would be making thee happy? 
Once more, if I have the courage, the resolution, to shew 
thee this paper, do thou enable me, by thy great example, 
to complete the conquest of myself; and do not put me 
upon taking advantage of my honoured friends gener¬ 
osity : But do God and thou enable me to say, Not my 
will, but his and theirs, be done!—Yet, after all, it muSt 
be, let me own, in thy choice (for I cannot bear to be 
thought ungrateful to such exalted merit) to add what 
name thou pleaseSt, to that of 

CLEMENTINA — 

Never was man more astonished, perplexed, confound¬ 
ed. For a few moments, I forgot that the angel was in her 
closet, expedting the issue of my contemplations; and 
walking out of her dressing-room, I threw myself on a 
sofa, in the next room, not heeding Camilla, who sat in 
the window; my mind tortured; how greatly tortured 1 ! 
Yet filled with admiration of the angelic qualities of Cle¬ 
mentina, I tried to look again into the paper; but the con¬ 
tents were all in my mind, and filled it. 

She rang. Camilla hastened to her. I Started as she 
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passed me. I arose; yet trembled; and for a moment sat 
down to re-assure my feet. But Camilla, coming to me, 
roused me out of the stupidity that had seized me. Never 
was I so little present to myself, as on this occasion—A 
woman so superior to all her own Sex, and to all that I had 
read of, of ours.—O Sir, said Camilla, my Lady dreads 
your anger: She dreads to see you: Yet hopes it—Haftem 
hasten, and save her from fainting—O how she loves you T 
How she fears your displeasure!—Hers indeed is true 
Love! 

She said this as she conducted me in, as I now recollect; 
for then all my faculties were too much engaged, to at¬ 
tend to her. 

I hastened in. The admirable Lady met me half-way; j 
and throwing herself at my feet—Forgive me, forgive 1 
the creature, who muft be miserable, if you are offended 
with her. 

I would have raised her; but she would not be raised, 
she said, till I had forgiven her. 

I kneeled to her, as she kneeled; and clasping her in, 
my arms, Forgive you, madam, Inimitable woman 1 More: 
than woman!—Can you forgive me for having presumed] 
and for 6till presuming, to hope to call such an angelj 
mine! 

She was ready to faint; and ca& her arms about me to 
support herself. Camilla held to her her salts:—I myself, 
for the firft time, was sensible of benefit from them, as my 
cheek was joined to hers, and bathed with her tears. 

Am I, am I, forgiven—Say that I am 1 

Forgiven 1 madam! You have done nothing that re¬ 
quires forgiveness. I adore your greatness of mind!— 
What you wish, bid me be, and that I will be. Rise, mofi 
excellent of human creatures 1 
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I raised her; and leading her to a chair, involuntarily- 
kneeled on one knee to her; holding both her hands in 
mine as she sat, and looking up to her with eyes that 
spoke not my heart, if they were not full of love and 
reverence. 

Camilla had run down to the Marchioness—O ma- 
<^am! it seems she said— Such a scene! Hasten, hasten up. 
They will faint in each other’s arms. Virtuous Love! how 
great is thy glory 1 

The Marquis, his Lady, the Bishop, the Count, and 
Father Marescotti, were together, waiting the event of 
my visit. They were surprised at Camilla’s address—But 
little imagined to what the intellectual scene she spoke of, 
was owing. 

The Marchioness hastened after Camilla, and found 
me in this kneeling posture, her daughter’s hands both in 
mine—Dear Chevalier, said she, restrain your grateful 
rapture! For the sake of the sweet child’s head, grateful as 
I see by her eyes it mu£t be to her—restrain it. 

O madam, quitting Clementina’s hands, and rising, 
and taking one of hers—Glory in your daughter: You 
always loved and admired her; but you will now glory in 
her. She is an angel—Give me leave, madam (to Clemen¬ 
tina) to present this paper to the Marchioness. I gave it to 
her—Read it, madam—Let your Lord, let the Bishop, 
let Father Marescotti, read it—But read it with compas¬ 
sion for me; and then direCt me what to say, what to do 11 
resign myself wholly to your direction, and theirs; and to 
yours, my dear Lady Clementina. 

You say, you forgive me, Chevalier:—Now shall I for¬ 
give myself. God’s goodness and yours will, I hope, per¬ 
fectly restore me. This is my direction, Chevalier—Love 
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my Mind, as yours ever was the principal object of my 
Love! 

What, what, my dear, can be in this paper? said the 
Marchioness, holding it in her hand, trembling, and 
afraid to open it. Pardon me, madam, answered Clemen¬ 
tina—I could not shew it to you firft. I could not reveal 
my purpose to Camilla neither. How could I, when I 
knew not whether I could or could not maintain it, or 
even mention it?—But now, be£t of men, and, rising, laid 
her hand on my arm, leave me for a few moments. My 
heart is disturbed. Be so good as to excuse me, madam. 

She again retired to her closet. We heard her sob: And 
Camilla hastening to her—O these hysterical disorders! 
said she—They tear her tender constitution in pieces. 

The Marchioness left her to Camilla; and offered me 
her hand. Surprising! said she, as we went. Where will all 
this end? What can be in this paper? 

I was unable to answer. And coming to the passage 
that led to her drawing-room, where she had left the 
gentlemen, I bowed on her hand; and, the same passage 
leading to the back-Stairs, took that way into the garden, 
in order to try to recover and compose my spirits—Who, 
my dear friend, could have expedted such a turn as this? 

I had not walked long, before Mr. Lowther came to 
me—Signor Jeronymo, Sir, said he, is greatly disturbed 
on reading a paper that has been put into his hands. He 
begs to see you instantly. 

Mr. Lowther left me at Jeronymo’s chamber-door. 
He was on his couch. O my Grandison, said he, as I ap¬ 
proached him with a thoughtful air, how much am I con¬ 
cerned for you 11 cannot bear, that such a spirit as yours 
should be subjected to the petulance of a brain-sick girl 1 
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Hush, my Jeronymo! Let not the friend forget the 
brother. Clementina is the noblest of women. It is true, I 
was not prepared for this blow. But I reverence her for 
her greatness of mind—Y ou have read her paper? 

I have ;^nd am astonished at its contents. 

The Marquis, the Count, the Bishop, and Father 
Marescotti, entered. The Bishop embraced me. He dis¬ 
claimed, in the name of every one, the knowlege of her 
intentions: He expected, he said, that she would have re¬ 
ceived my address with raptures of joy. But she mutt, she 
will, be^ours, Chevalier. We are all engaged in honour 
to youTThis is only a Start of female delicacy, operating 
on a raised imagination^ She leaves it to you, after all, to 
call her by what name you please. 

May it be so! But ah, my Lords! you see not the force 
of her arguments. With a Lady so zealous in her religion, 
and so juStly fond of her relations and country, they mutt 
have weight—InStruSt me, tell me, however, my Lord: 
Be pleased, madam [The Marchioness joined us juSt be¬ 
fore] to advise me, what to do?—I am yours.—I will 
withdraw. Consult together; and let me know what I am 
to be. 

I withdrew, and walked again into the garden. 

Camilla came to me. O Chevalier 1 WhatSlrangethings 
are these? My Lady has taken a resolution she never will 
be able to support. She commanded me to find you out, 
and to watch your looks, your behaviour, your temper. 
She cannot live, she says, if you are displeased with her— 
I see that your mind is greatly disturbed. Muft I report it 
so? 

Tell her, Camilla, that I am all resignation to her will: 
Disturbed as she has been, tell her, that her peace of mind 
is dear to me as my own life; that I can have no anger, no 
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resentment; and that I admire her more than I can ex¬ 
press. 

Camilla left me. Father Marescotti came to me pre¬ 
sently after, with a request, that I would attend the family 
in Jeronymo’s chamber. 

We went up together. All that the good Father said, as 
we walked in, was, that God knew what was beSt for us: 
For his part, he could only wonder and adore in silence. 

When we were all seated, the Bishop said, My dear 
Chevalier, you have intitled yourself to our utmost gra¬ 
titude. It is confirmed, that Clementina shall be yours. 
Jeronymo will have it so: W: are all of his mind. Her 
mother will enter into conversation with her in your fa¬ 
vour. 

I am equally obliged and honoured by this goodness. 
But should she persist, what can I say, when she calls 
upon me in the moSt solemn manner, to support her in 
her resolution; and not to put her upon taking advantage 
of the generosity of her friends? 

She will be easily persuaded, no doubt, Chevalier, an¬ 
swered the Bishop. She loves you. Does she not say in 
this very paper, “that it is in your power to make her break 
or keep her resolution ? and to add what name you please 
to her Christian name?” 

Nor can I, said the Marquis, bear that flight, in Laur- 
ana’s favour. If her mind were sound, her duty would not 
permit her to think of it. 

It is our unanimous opinion, resumed the Bishop, that 
she will not be able to support her resolution. You see she 
is obliged to court your assistance, to enable her to keep 
it. Father Marescotti, it is true, has laid a Stress upon 
some passages, in which she shews a doubt of her own 
Strength, and dreads yours, in a certain article neareSt our 
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hearts: But she muft be cautioned to leave all arguments 
of that kind to her confessor and you; and to content her¬ 
self to be an auditor, not an arguer; and we doubt not 
your honour. The marriage-articles will bind you, as they 
shall us—And now allow me to be beforehand with your 
Jeronymo, and ours, in saluting you our Brother. 

He took my hand; and, embracing me as such, You 
deal nobly with me, my Lord, said I. I resign myself to 
your direction. 

Jeronymo affectionately held out his arms, and joy¬ 
fully saluted me as his Brother. The Marquis, the Count, 
each took my hand: And, the Marchioness offering hers, 
I pressed it with my lips; and, withdrawing, hastened to 
my lodgings; with a heart, O Dr. Bartlett, how pene¬ 
trated by a suspense so range and unexpected! 

But when they attribute to flight, and unsoundness of 
mind, that glorious passage, in which she proposes to 
take a revenge so noble on the cruel Laurana, they seem 
unable to comprehend, as I can easily do, the greatness of 
mind of this admirable woman. 


LETTER XLIV. 

Sir CharlesGrandison./# Continuation. 

Bologna , Monday , July 10 —21. 

I H AD no call for reCt laft night. I only reposed myself 
in a chair for about an hour. I sent early in the morning 
a note, to enquire, with the tendered solicitude, after all 
their healths; and particularly Clementina’s and Jerony- 
mo’s. A written answer was returned by Jeronymo, that 
his siller had reeled so very ill, that it was thought advise- 
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able to keep her quiet all day; unless she should be par¬ 
ticularly earnest to see me; and, in that case, they would 
send me word. 

I was myself very much indisposed; yet had a difficulty 
to deny myself, tho’ uninvited, to attend them at dinner. 
My own disorder, however, determined me not to go, 
unless sent for. It would, I thought, be too visible to them 
all; and might raise a suspicion, that I wanted to move 
compassion: A meanness of which I am not capable. Yet, 
indisposed as I was ftill more in the afternoon, I hoped to 
have an invitation for half an hour. But not being sent to, 
I repeated my enquiries in another billet. No invitation 
followed. On the contrary, Jeronymo wrote one line, 
wishing to see me in the morning. 

I had as little reft laft night, as the night before. My 
impatience carried me to the palace of Porretta sooner 
than usual this morning. 

Signor Jeronymo rejoiced to see me. He hoped I did 
not take amiss, that they invited me not the day before. 
To say the truth, said he, the day’s reft was judged en¬ 
tirely necessary for you both: For my sifter particularly: 
And she was so uneasy and displeased at your going away 
on Saturday, without taking leave of her, that she was the 
more easily persuaded not to see you yefterday. But al¬ 
ready this morning, I underftand, she asks after you with 
impatience. You are angry with her, she supposes, and 
will never see her more. You had but juft left us, on Sa¬ 
turday night, when Camilla came down, with her requeft 
to see you. For my part, proceeded he, my thoughts are 
so much carried out of myself, by the extraordinary turn 
she has taken, that, at times, I forget I ail any-thing. 

He then asked, if I could forgive his sifter; and reflect¬ 
ed on the Sex, on her account, as never knowing their 
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own minds, but when they meet with obstacles to their 
wills. But she mu&, she will, be yours, my Grandison, 
said he; and, if it please God to restore her, she will make 
you rich amends. 

The Bishop and Father Marescotti came in, to make 
their morning compliments to Jeronymo: The Marquis 
and Count entered soon after, to salute me. 

The Marchioness followed them. Clementina was so 
uneasy on Saturday night, said she to me, on finding you 
gone without taking leave of her, and so much discom¬ 
posed all day yesterday, that I chose not to say any-thing 
to her on the great article. I am glad you are come. 

Somebody juft then tapping at the door, Come in, 
Camilla, said the Marchioness. 

It is not Camilla; it is I, said Lady Clementina, enter¬ 
ing. I am told the Chevalier—O there he is—Favour me, 
Sir, with a few words—walking to a window at the other 
end of the room. 

I followed her: Tears were in her eyes. She looked 
earnestly at me: Then turning her face from me—Why, 
madam, said I, taking her hand, why this emotion? I have 
not, I hope, offended you. 

O Chevalier! I cannot bear to be slighted, and leaft of 
all by you; though, I muft own, that I deserve it moft 
from you. A slight from you is a charge of ingratitude 
upon me, that my heart cannot bear. 

Slight you, madam!—I revere you, as the mo£t excel¬ 
lent of women. You have, indeed, filled my heart with 
anguish: But I admire you more for the cause of that * 
anguish, than it is possible for me to express. 

Don’t, don’t say so. You will ruin me by your gener¬ 
osity. I think you mutt be angry with me. I think you mutt 
treat me ill, or how shall I keep my purpose? 
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Your purpose, dearest madam!—Your purpose! 

My purpose! Yes, Sir! Will it affliit you, if I do? 

Is it possible, madam, but it mu£t? What would you 
think— 

Hush, hush, my good Chevalier. I am afraid it will: 
But don’t tell me it will. I cannot bear to afflift you. 

When I had the honour of every one’s consent, ma¬ 
dam— 

That was in compassion to me. Sir. 

My dearest Love, said the Marquis, coming to us, that 
was at fir£l our motive: But now an alliance with the 
Chevalier Grandison, in justice to his merits, is become 
our choice. 

I bowed to the generous nobleman. She kneeled. BeSt 
and moft indulgent of fathers! taking his hand, and kiss¬ 
ing it; let me thank you for bearing with me as you have 
done. What trouble have I given you!—All the business 
of my future life shall be to shew my gratitude, and my 
obedience to your will. 

The Marchioness then tenderly raising her, took her 
to the further end of the room. They talked low; but we 
heard all they said. You were so very indifferent all day 
yesterday, and la£t night, said the Marchioness, that I 
would not disturb you, Love, for fear of breaking your 
rcSt ; else I would have told you, how desirous now we all 
are, of an alliance with the Chevalier Grandison. No 
other way can he be rewarded for his goodness to us all. 

Permit me, madam, answered Clementina, to give you 
the motives of my present conduit; of my self-denial \ 
such is my value for the Chevalier, I will call it so: If I 
thought I could make the generous man happy; if I 
thought I should not rather punish than reward him; if I 
thought I could be happy in myself, and my soul would 


x 
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not be endangered; if I thought I could make you and 
my papa happy, by giving my hand to him; God knows 
that my heart would not make the leaSt scruple. But, ma¬ 
dam, the Almighty has laid his hand upon me. My head 
is notjy<?/as it should be; and, before I took my resolution, 

I considered every-thing, as much as my poor shattered 
reason would permit me to consider it. This was the way 
I took—I prayed that God would direft me. I put myself 
in the situation of another person, who, circumstanced as 
I was, I supposed, came to me for advice. I saw plainly, 
that I could not deserve the Chevalier, because I could 
not think as he thought, in the moSt important of all 
articles; and there was no likelihood of his thinking as I 
thought. I prayed for fortitude. I doubted myself. I al¬ 
tered and altered what I had written: But Still all my 
alterations ran one way. It was again si my own wishes. So 
this I took for an answer to my prayers. I transcribed it 
fair; but Still I doubted myself. I would not consult you, 
madam: You had declared for the Chevalier. That would 
not have been to do juStice to the question before me, and 
to the divine impulse by which I was determined to be 
governed, if my prayers for it should be answered. I let 
not Camilla know my Struggles. I besought the assist¬ 
ance of the Blessed Virgin to favour an unhappy maid, 
whose heart was in her duty, but whose head was dis¬ 
turbed. It was suggested to me what to do: Yet I would 
not send to the Chevalier what I had written. I Still doubted 
my heart; and thought I never should be able to give him 
the paper. At laSt I resolved. But when he came, my heart 
recoiled. He could not but see the distress I was in. I am 
sure I met with his pity. Could I but give him the paper, 
thought I, my difficulty would be over; for then I am 
sure, almoSt sure, that, seeing my scruples, and the retti- 
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tude of my purpose, he will himself generously support 
me in my resolution. At laSt I gave the paper to him. And 
now let me say, that I verily think I shall be easier in my 
mind, if I can be allowed to adhere to the contents, yet 
not be thought ungrateful. Dear blessed Grandison, turn¬ 
ing to me, read once more that paper: And then if you 
will not, if you cannot, set me free; I will obey my friends, 
and make you as happy as I can. 

She turned from every one, and fell upon her knees, 
Great God, I thank thee, said she, for this serene mo¬ 
ment! 

Serene as the noble Enthusiast thought her mind, I 
saw it was too high set. From the turn of her eyes I feared 
a relapse. It was owing to her greatness of mind, her rea¬ 
son and her love combating with each other, that she ever 
was disordered. I approached her—Admirable Lady, 
said I, be you free! Whatever be my deStiny, be you, for 
me, what you wish to be. If you are well and happy, I will, 
if possible, make myself so. 

Dear Grandison, said the Bishop, coming up to me, 
and taking my hand, how do I admire you! But can you 
be thus great? 

Shall I not emulate, my Lord, such an example set by a 
woman?—I came over without any interested views. I 
considered myself, indeed, as bound by the conditions to 
which I had formerly yielded; but Lady Clementina and 
your family as free. When I was encouraged to hope, I 
dtdbo^e, I will now, though with deep regret, go back to 
my former situation. If Lady Clementina persists in her 
present resolution, I will endeavour to acquiesce with it. 
If she should change her mind, I will hold myself in 
readiness to receive her hand, as the greatest blessing that 
can be conferred upon me. Only let me add, that in the 

X 2 
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firft case, the difficulty upon me will be greatly increased, 
by the exalted contents of the paper she put into my hands 
on Saturday. 

The Marchioness taking her daughter’s hand and 
mine—Why, why, said she, should minds thus pair’d be 
sundered?—And will you, Chevalier, wait with patience 
the result of my sweet child’s—Caprice—shall I call it? 

Detain not my hand, my dear mamma; withdrawing it 
a little wildly—Let me go up, and pray, that my fortitude 
of mind, after the pain it has coft me to obtain it, may not 
forsake me. Adieu! Adieu, Chevalier! I will pray for you 
as well as for myself. Never, never, in my devotions, will 
we be separated. 

Away flew the angel. 

She met Camilla in the passage—Dear Camilla! I have 
had an escape, as far as I know. My hand and the Cheva¬ 
lier’s hand, each in one of my mamma’s!—My resolu¬ 
tion was in danger. My mamma might have joined them, 
you know; and then I must have been his. 

Jeronymo in silence, but tears in his eyes, attended to 
the scene between his sifter and me. He embraced me— 
Deareft of men, let me repeat my mother’s queftion: Can 
you with patience wait the result of this dear girl’s caprice ? 

I can; I will. 

But I will talk to her myself, said he. 

So, said the Marquis, will we all. 

It will be right to do so, added the Count, left she 
should repent when it is too late. 

But I believe, said Father Marescotti, the Chevalier 
himself would not wish, that Lady Clementina should be 
too vehemently urged. She pleads her soul: A ftrong plea: 
A plea that should not be over-ruled. I myself doubt very 
much, whether she will be able to adhere to her resolu- 
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tion: If she be, she will merit Beatification. But let her 
not be over-persuaded. Once more I should be glad to 
read the paper, the contents of which have so much sur¬ 
prised us all. 

I had it in my pocket; and he asked permission to read 
it aloud. Jeronymo opposed his motion: But the Bishop 
approving it, he read it. He laid great emphasis upo n.par¬ 
ticular words, and repeated several of the passages in it: 
You will easily guess which , my dear friend; and all were 
as much affected, they owned, as when they heard it first 
read: Y et they joined in one doubt, notwithstanding what 
she had so lately said of the deliberation she had given 
her purpose, that she would not be able to adhere to her 
resolution; and made me many compliments on the occa¬ 
sion. 

But, my dear friend, if she can continue to interest her 
glory in the adherence, and they are not very urgent with 
her in my favour, I am inclined to believe, that she has 
greatness of mind sufficient to enable her to carry her re¬ 
solution into effe£t. Where piety, my dear friend, engages 
the heart to give its firSt fervors to its superior duties, is it 
not probable that all temporal impulses should receive 
abatement, and become but secondary ones? And now 
will not Father Marescotti once more try to revive his in¬ 
fluences over her mind?—Is it not his duty to do so, zeal¬ 
ous Catholic as he is? Can the Bishop refuse, good man as 
he is, and as steady in his principles, to second the Father? 

But what trials are these, my dear Dr. Bartlett, to an 
expelling heart!—Will they not serve to convince us of 
the vanity of all human reliance for happiness? I am in'a 
very serious humour. But what can I say to you on such 
subjects, that you knew not much better before than I? 
“Let us, I remember you once said, when we are called 
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upon to aft a great or manly part, preach by aftion. Words 
then will be needless.” God only knows, whether the ar¬ 
dent heart would be punished or rewarded, by the com¬ 
pletion of its wishes: But this I know, that were Clemen¬ 
tina to give me both her hand and her heart, and could 
not, by reason of religious doubts; be happy with me, I 
should myself be extremely miserable; especially if I had 
been earnest to prevail upon her to favour me against her 
judgment. 


LETTER XLV. 

Sir Charles Grandison. In Continuation. 

I W A S obliged to lay down my pen. My mind was too 
much disturbed to write on. 

We had a great deal of discourse before we quitted 
Jeronymo’s chamber, on this extraordinary subj eft. They 
all, as I told you, expressed their doubts , that the Lady 
would be able to persist in her new resolution. The Mar¬ 
quis and Marchioness gave their opinion, that she should 
be left entirely to the workings of her own will: And the 
Count proposed, by way of enforcing their opinions, that 
neither the Bishop and Father Marescotti on one hand 
(tho’ religion was in the question) nor Jeronymo and my¬ 
self on the other, should endeavour to prevail upon her 
either to alter , or persevere in, her way of thinking. Jerqn- 
ymo said, he desired only one conversation with his sifter 
alone, before he complied with this proposal. 

They put it to me. I said, That several passages in her 
paper were of too solemn a nature for me to refuse my 
consent to their proposal: But, however, if I should ob- 




Let. 45.] Sir Charles Grandison 311 

serve, in future conversations between her and me, that 
she was inclined to alter her mind, and seemed to wish to 
be encouraged to declare the alteration, they muSt allow 
me, for the sake of my own honour, as a man , and of her 
delicacy, as a woman , to shew the ardour of my attach¬ 
ment to her, by my ■preventing declaration, and even en¬ 
treaty. 

The Marchioness bowed to me, with a grateful smile 
of approbation. 

Father Marescotti hesitated, as if he had something of 
an obje&ion to make; but he was silenced by the Mar¬ 
quis’s saying, On your honour, on your delicacy, I am sure, 
Chevalier, we may rely. 

I am absolutely of opinion that we may, said the Count. 
The Chevalier can put himself in every one’s situation; 
and can forget his own interest, when a right and juSt 
measure is to be taken. 

This is true, said Jeronymo—But, let it be our part to 
shew the Chevalier, that he is not the only man in the 
world who can do so. 

You muSt remember, my de ar Jeronymo. said the 
Bishop, that Rel i gion is a consid eration superior to all 
others. Shall our siIFer, who follows The"S 5 T 3 ffiple seFKer 
'by the Chevalier, be discouraged in an effort so noble? 
But I am willing to subscribe to the proposal, as an equal 
one. 

Father Marescotti, said I, you mu£t return me the 
paper. I muSt often have recourse to it, to strengthen my 
own mind, in order to enable myself to answer your ex¬ 
pectations. 

The Father desired leave to take a copy of it in short¬ 
hand ; and retired for that purpose. 

I have no doubt but he will make great use of it with 
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the family, and perhaps with the Lady, should there be 
occasion, hereafter. For my own part, if the noble En¬ 
thusiast, when the heat of her imagination is gone off, 
shall persist in believing that she has a divine impulse in 
favour of her resolution, and that given in answer to her 
prayers, I will endeavour to shew her, that her call upon 
me to support her in it, tho’ againSt myself, shall be an¬ 
swered, whatever it coSt me. 

They prevailed on me to Stay dinner. She excused her¬ 
self from being present; but desired to see me, when it 
was over. 

Camilla then led me to her. I found her in tears. She 
was afraid, she said, that I would not forgive her: Yet I 
would, she was sure, if I knew the conflicts with which 
her soul laboured. 

I soothed her disturbed mind. I told her, that I desired 
her direction, and was resolved to pursue it. Her paper 
should be one of my constant lessons; and her conscience 
the rule of my conduCt, with regard to my expectations of 
her favour. 

O Sir, said she, how good you are! It is from your gen¬ 
erosity, next to the divine assistance, that I expeCl sup¬ 
port in my resolution. I but imperfectly remember what I 
would have done, and what I consented to, when you 
were laSt among us—But when I beU knew myself, I was 
more inclined to support my parents and brothers in their 
expectations, with regard to the two great articles of re¬ 
ligion and residence, than to comply with yours. My for¬ 
tune, my rank, merited your consideration; and my pride 
was sometimes piqued. “But it was the regard that I had 
to the welfare of your immortal soul, that weighed moll 
with me. O Sir 1 could you have been a Catholic 1 —” 
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She then wrung her clasped hands, and tears trickled 
down her cheeks. God Almighty convert you, Chevalier 1 
—But you muSt leave me. I am beginning to be again un¬ 
happy !—Leave me, Sir. But let me see you to-morrow. I 
will pray for a composure of mind, in the mean time. Do 
you pray for me too. “And pray for yourself, Chevalier! 
The welfare of your soul, your immortal soul, was ever 
my principal concern. ’ ’ 

She began to ramble. Her looks were a little wild. I 
took leave of her; and going hastily from her, in order to 
hide my own emotion, I surprised Father Marescotti, 
who, as it was at first sight evident to me, from the con¬ 
fusion I found him in, and the attempts he hesitatingly 
made to excuse himself, had been listening to what passed 
between the Lady and me. Pity! t hat a well intend ed zeal 
should make a good man do mean things] .. 

No "apologies, my'dear Fa^ffierTsaiaT If you doubted 
dmy honour, I can think myself, in some measure, obliged 
to your condescension , for taking this method to prove me. 
pillow me, my dear Sir, to say (It is to Father Marescotti) 
that the man, who, in the greater actions of his life, thinks 
himself under the All-seeing Eye, will not be afraid of a 
.fellow-creature’s Ear. 

I beg a thousand pardons, said he, hesitating, and in 
confusion. But I will confess the truth; I believed it was 
next to impossible, that a young man, whose Love to one 
of the moll excellent of women is not to be questioned, 
should be able to keep the conditions prescribed to him, 
and forbear to make use of the power she acknowleges he 
has over her affections—But forgive me, Chevalier. 

Forgivej yourself, my dear Father; I do moSt heartily 
forgive you. 
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I led him down to Jeronymo’s chamber, begging of 
him not to say a syllable more of this matter; and not to 
let me suffer in his esteem by this accident. 

I have more than once, Dr. Bartlett, experienced the 
irreconcileable enmity of a man, whom I have forgiven 
for a meanness; and who was less able to forgive me my 
forgiveness, than I was him his fault. But Father Mare- 
scotti cannot be such a man. He is capable of generous 
shame. He could hardly hold up his head all the time I 
&aid. 

I related to the family, in the presence of the Father, 
the substance of what passed between the Lady and me. 
They seemed surprised at her sled fastness. The Bishop 
told me, that he had dispatched a messenger po£t to the 
General, with a Letter, in which he had written a faithful 
account of their present situation. He would shew me a 
copy of it, if I pleased. I was sure, I said, I could depend 
upon his generosity and honour; and should be glad to 
know the sentiments of the General and his Lady upon it, 
when they returned an answer. 

I promised to attend them in the morning: And going 
to my lodgings, found there, waiting for me, the Count of 
Belvedere. Saunders and his gentleman were both to¬ 
gether below-ftairs, waiting for, yet dreading, as they 
said, my return. Saunders had told the Count, it was un¬ 
certain : But he declared that he would wait for me, were 
it ever so late. They both besought me to take care of my 
own safety. His gentleman told me, that his mailer had 
been very much disturbed in his mind ever since he was 
with me laft; declaring often, that his life was a burden to 
him. He believed, he said, he had a brace of pi&ols with 
him: And then again expressed his care for my safety, as 
well as his Lord’s. Fear not, said I: The Count is a man of 
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honour: I would not, for the world, hurt him: And I dare 
say he will not hurt me. 

I hastened up. Why, my Lord, said I, (taking his un¬ 
willing hands, each in mine, for a double reason) did you 
not let me know you intended me this honour? Or why 
did not your Lordship send for me, as soon as you came? 

Send for you! with a melancholy air; What from your 
Clementina? No!—But tell me what is concluded upon? 
My soul is impatient to know. Answer me like a man: 
Answer me like a man of honour. 

Nothing, my Lord, is concluded upon: Nothing can 
be concluded upon till Lady Clementina’s mind be fully 
known. 

If that be all the obstacle— 

Not a slight one. I assure you, that Clementina knows 
her own worth. She will put a juft value upon herself. In 
her unhappy delirium, she always preserved a high sense 
of that delicacy, which diftinguishes the woman of true 
honour. It shines forth now in all her words and aftions 
with redoubled luftre. She will make the more difficul¬ 
ties, as her friends make less. Nothing can be done soon: 
And if it will make your Lordship easier (for I see you are 
difturbed) I will acquaint you when any-thing is likely to 
be carried into effeft. 

And is nothing yet concluded on? And will you give 
me such notice? 

I will, my Lord. 

Upon your honour ? 

Upon my honour. 

Well then, I have some days longer to crawl upon this 
earth. 

What means my Lord ? 

This I mean, withdrawing his hands from mine, and 
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taking out of his pockets two pistols: I came resolved, 
that you should take one of these, at your choice, had the 
affair been concluded upon, as I dreaded it would. I am 
no assassin, Sir, nor ever employed one: Nor would I 
have deprived Clementina of her elected husband. All I 
intended was, that the hand to which she is to give hers, 
should have firft taken my life. I will not, I cannot live, to 
see her the wife of any man on earth, tho’ she has refused 
to be mine—You should have found I would not. 

What a rashness!—But I see your mind is disturbed. 
The Count of Belvedere could not otherwise talk in this 
manner. 

It is not impossible, surely, my dear Dr. Bartlett (how¬ 
ever improbable , as I begin to apprehend) that Clemen¬ 
tina may change her mind. I could not, therefore, ac¬ 
quaint the Count with our present situation; because the 
hope he would have conceived from it, would, in case of a 
change, have added strength to his despair. I contented 
myself, therefore, to reason with him on his rash inten¬ 
tion. And having renewed my assurances, as above, he 
took leave of me so much recovered, as to thank me for 
the advice I had given him; and to promise, that he would 
make it the foundation of his prayers to heaven for a 
calmer mind than he had known for some days pa£l. 

Saunders and his valet seemed overjoyed at seeing us 
come down together, in an amicable manner; and in the 
high civility each paid the other. 

I should have mentioned, that the Count, of his own 
accord, in passing thro’ my antechamber to the flairs,' 
laid in one of the windows the two pi&ols. My dear 
Grandison, said he, let these remain in your keeping. 
They are pieces of curious workmanship. Whither might 
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one of them, by this time, have sent me!—And in what 
difficulties might you the survivor, a foreigner, have been 
involved; which then I considered not; for all my malice 
was levelled againft my unhappy self! I will not truft my¬ 
self with them— 

Here I conclude for this night. I will not dispatch 
these laft-written Letters, till I see what to-morrow will 
produce. My dear friend! How grievous is suspense!— 
Perhaps I should have thought myself more obliged to 
bear it, had I been thus entangled, fettered, suspended, 
by my own fault. 


LETTER XLVI. 

Sir CharlesGrandison./« Continuation. 

1 WENT, according to promise, in the morning, to 
the palace of Porretta. I found all the family, the Mar¬ 
chioness and Lady Clementina excepted, in jeronymo’s 
chamber. My entrance, I suppose, was solemn; for Jer- 
onymo, as I approached him, snatching my hand, said, 
This girl, this capricious, this uncommon girl! How can 
I forgive her for vexing the heartofmy Grandison ? 

Father Marescotti looked so conscious, that I pitied 
him. I took his hand, and, with an air of kindness, asked 
him—Are there any hopes, my good Father, that I shall 
have the honour of calling you one of my deareft house¬ 
hold friends in England? 

I gave him no time to answer, left he should not be 
assured enough: And addressing myself to the Bishop, 
My Lord, I ask you the like queftion: Is there a likeli- 
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hood, that I shall have an interest in Father Marescotti’s 
more intimate friendship? We already, I answer for my¬ 
self, and from my vanity, love each other. 

Dear Grandison! said the Marquis; and, taking my 
hand, he called me by the kindest name—Saving, that it 
was not Son! Jeronymo dried his eyes. The Count saluted 
me in a tender accent. The Bishop was silent. 

I see, thought I, that the admirable Clementina per¬ 
severes !—Religion, that can do so much for her, will not, 
I hope, leave me unbenefited by its all-chearing influence. 
If I cannot be so happy as I wish, I am in the hands of 
Providence; and will not give myself up to unmanly des¬ 
pair—Yet the greatness of this woman’s mind! thought I 
—Why did they not fall upon indulgent methods with 
her before? Then, probably, had there not been a sup¬ 
posed reason for an invitation to me to quit my native 
country, to which I had been so long a Granger, and to 
come over to Italy! Then had she, in all likelihood, re¬ 
covered her reason, and I had not known how great she 
could be; and her filial duty would have disengaged me 
equally from all obligations of honour, and expectations 
of favour! 

The Marchioness came in soon after. Her address to 
me confirmed me in my apprehensions—Dear Grand¬ 
ison, said she, condescendingly laying her hand on 
mine, how do you? See our dear Jeronymo—How much 
better he is—What return can we make to you for your 
goodness to him? I went up to the dear girl laCt night, 
after you were gone. She was then indeed a little hy&eri* 
cal. But the disorder went off in prayers for you and for 
herself. I am ju£t come from her. She has had a quiet 
night. She is calm, and, I may say, serene. All her cares 
are in what manner to shew her gratitude to you. 
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It is impossible, madam, but I muft have joy in your 
joy. Lady Clementina, I apprehend, perseveres in her re¬ 
solution !— 

I have talked to her, Chevalier, in your favour. If you 
love her, she says, as we all think you do, she will yet be 
yours. 

Dear madam (overjoyed) tell me— 

Let me interrupt you, Chevalier: I muft not mislead 
you, nor keep you in suspense—She will, she says, beg 
your acceptance of her vows—if— 

.//what, madam— 

Hear me with patience, Chevalier—If you will com¬ 
ply with the conditions, on which we would have per¬ 
mitted her to be yours, when you were laft in Italy— 
This is her own proposal—Made at her own motion— 
She is afraid it will be to no purpose (she says afraid, Sir): 
But as you have not denied her to herself, she begs I will 
put the question to you in her name, for the sake (if you 
should refuse her) of her own future tranquillity of mind. 
The Chevalier Grandison is generous; he is juft; he is 
polite: He cannot but receive this motion of my child by 
her mother, as the greateft condescension from both. 

I bowed. I was going to speak; but they all severally 
broke in upon me. 

On my knees, Chevalier, said Father Marescotti, I 
will entreat you! 

O Chevalier, said the Bishop, how happy is it in your 
power to make us all! 

Surely you can , you will, you mutt, Chevalier! said the 
Count, if you love the dear creature, as we all suppose you 
do. 

You will not, I hope, dear Grandison, said the Mar¬ 
quis, refuse my daughter. Ask any conditions of us—She 
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shall be with you in England in a month’s time. We will 
accompany her thither; and ftay till you shall choose to 
return with us. 

Jeronymo, with sobs, caught my hand as I sat next 
him—For God's sake, for my sake, for all our sakes, for 
your soul's sake, my Grandison, be ours. Let your Jeron¬ 
ymo call you Brother. 

If my tears, if my prayers, have weight, said the Mar¬ 
chioness, let me call down my child, and she shall give 
you her hand in our presence. She thinks, besides the re¬ 
gard she has for your soul, that she ought to insift upon 
the terms on which we would have consented to make her 
yours, in gratitude for our compliance with her wishes. 

Deareft Grandison 1 rejoined the Bishop. Refuse not my 
sifter: Refuse not the. daughter of the Marchese and Mar- 
chesa della Porretta: Refuse not the assenting Clementina. 

They were all silent; their eyes were upon me. It is, 
answered I, too, too condescendingly generous to put 
this task upon me: But, Refuse Lady Clementina, said 
you 1 How you wound my soul by the supposition 1 I see 
your compassion for me, in the light you cannot but mean 
I should. Lady Clementina’s generous, and condescend¬ 
ingly-meant, proposal, when I am willing to allow terms 
to her , that she will not to me, shews me how important 
she thinks the difference between the two Religions: 
Need I repeat, my Lord (to the Bishop) what my own 
thoughts are upon this subjeft? Would to heaven the 
terms were no other than those before agreed to ; or were 
such as I could comply with 11 have only to console my¬ 
self, that the power of Refusal lies where it ought to lie. 
Clementina is an angel. I am not worthy of her. Yet, let 
me add, this company (bowing round me) cannot think 
me too solemn— Were I to live always he re: were I con- 
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vinced that there is no life after this; your commands and 
Elemenftytd'l Would be Laws to m e. But has'sKe'noTtfie 
gooBhess~fo~sayrTnher^paper^Tli atTK~avetKe same no- 
tion she has of the brevity and vanity of this world’s glory, 

4* *— 1 1 M|.M I jfcua I,,,,, W |..,|||| III I . — 1-1 ^*~Mm ~***+*&&™* J 3 

and or the duration ortnatrocomej.^ 

*** They looked upon^one"anotlier. It is hard, very hard, 
said the Bishop, for a man, convinced of the truth of his 
religion, to allow to another of a different persuasion, 
what he experts should be allowed for himself. You , 
Chevalier, however, can allow it; and have greatness of 
mind enough to judge favourably of those who cannot. I 
do love you; but fain would I love you more. 

The Marchioness wept. My dear Love, said the Mar¬ 
quis, taking her hand with the tenderness of a Lover, but 
speaking a little too severely of me for his usual gener¬ 
osity—How many tears has this affair co£t you! My 
heart bleeds to see you weep. Comfort yourself. Let us 
comfort each other. The Chev alier Grandison is indeed 
unworthy of our child; unworthyoHheTen^^ 
tdhtmi Uirworthy of our joint entreaties—He*Sim In¬ 
vincible man. * — - 

" T was greatly affe&ed. After a little hesitation, I ask 
leave, my Lords, said I, to retire for one moment. I will 
return as soon as I have recovered myself from the con¬ 
cern given me by the—^-apprehension (shall I call it?) 
of the be£t of men, whom from my heart I reverence. 

I arose as I spoke, withdrew, and took two or three 
turns in the Salon. 

I ftaid not till I was sent for: But assuming as chearful 
an air as I could, returned; and found them earnest in 
talk. They all arose at my return, seemingly pleased with 
it; and the Marquis coming to me, Chevalier, said he, I 
am sorry— 


y 
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Not one word of apology, my Lord, interrupted I. I 
withdrew not from disrespect, or in resentment; but pure¬ 
ly from concern, that, in your opinion, I deserved not the 
honour done me, by one so dear to you. Think me un¬ 
happy, my Lord, and pity me. Principle, not perverse¬ 
ness, influences me: It does every one present: It does the 
dear Lady above: And shall we not allow for one another, 
when we are all aduated by the same motive? 

O that I could embrace my fourth son! said the Mar¬ 
chioness. The Bishop threw his arms about me. Generous 
expansion of heart! were the words that fell from his lips. 
Jeronymo shewed his friendly Love in what he said: And 
mutt not, said the Count, this young man be one of us? 

After chocolate, the Marchioness withdrew to the win¬ 
dow, making a motion to me to attend her. I hastened to 
her. She complimented me, speaking low, as a fit person 
to be consulted in a case where female delicacy was con¬ 
cerned ; and then asked me, what I would have her say to 
Clementina, who had offered her hand to me on condi¬ 
tions, with which she had hopes I would comply? Mu£t I 
tell the dear child, she is rejetted? 

Lady Cleme'ntTna rejeE'ed ?—Dear madam, how can I 
Ibear that she should but suppose it?—Be pleased to tell 
.’her, that I have been again sounded on the subject of a 
change of religion, her favour for me could bepro- 
cured: But that I was so ^eady~tfTTTry faith, that there 
were no hopes of my conversion , as you will call it: And be 
so good as to remind her (it may look like a breach of con¬ 
ditions if I do) that I require not a change in her \and that 
therefore the terms proposed are unequal. 

Fain, veryTain, Chevalier, would I—She £topt there 
—But no more on this subject, resumed she. I will see in 
what way the dear creature is now. 
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She left me, and went to her daughter. The subject 
was changed. 

In about half an hour she returned. She told me, that 
she had followed my advice; but that Clementina seemed 
dissatisfied and perplexed: And, as she had not asked to 
see me, advised me to suspend my attendance on her till 
the afternoon, as she would by that means have more 
time to compose her spirits; and herself further oppor¬ 
tunities of talking with her. 

Declining their invitation to dinner, I went to my 
lodgings; and to amuse myself, had recourse to my pen. 

Having written thus far, I lay it down till my return 
from them. 


LETTER XLVII. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Dr . Bartlett. 

\ T my entrance into the palaceofPorretta, I wasdesired 
JTlL to walk in to the garden to the Bishop. I found with 
him Father Marescotti. 

Dear Grandison, said the Bishop, meeting me, and 
taking my hand, you muft decide a point between the 
Father and me, that we are afraid has made us a little 
accountable to you. 

I was silent. He proceeded. 

Clementina is very sedate. She sent for me and the 
Father soon after you left us. She asked us several ques¬ 
tions in relation to you; and insisted on our advice, as re¬ 
ligious men, and as we would answer for it to our own 
consciences. Her firft was, Whether we.thought there 
were any hopes of your conversion?—I answered nega¬ 
tively. 

y 2 




324 The History of [Vol. 4. 

I don’t expert, said she, that he would be induced to 
change his religion for a wife, nor even for a crown, were 
he not convinced of the falshood of his own, and the truth 
of ours: But.again I ask, Cannot you and Father Mares- 
ccttti convince his judgment? I should think it would not 
be so hard a task, learned and good men, as you both are: 
Good man, and modeft, and patient, and unpresuming, 
as he is; who has been so long among Catholics; who 
cable from England so young; has been left so much to 
his own direction; and who muff see the difference of the 
two religions to the advantage of ours, were he but to 
judge by the efficacy of each on the lives and manners of 
the people professing each; for, surely, the men of name 
and family, who are sent among us by their parents, from 
the heretic countries, in order to observe our manners, 
and to improve their own, are not the worfl of the people 
of those countries. 

I told her, proceeded the Bishop, that, to be impartial, 
there were bad and good of all nations; that she was not 
likely to be approached by any of her own but who were 
good; that you, Chevalier, and Mrs. Beaumont, might 
convince us that there were good people among the Pro- 
tenants ; and that now-and-then a young man of that pro¬ 
fession did aftually appear among us, who was not a dis¬ 
credit to his country. But, continued I, I have heretofore 
debated the subject with the Chevalier Grandison. You 
know I was in a manner called upon to do it: And have 
found him a Protenant upon principle; and that he has a 
great deal to say for himself. You, Father, would not fal¬ 
low me this; but you never entered into close argument 
with him on the subject, as I have done. 

My siner then asked, proceeded the Bi shop, if I 
thought that her own religious principles would be en- 
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dan gered , if she became yours, and went with you to 
Englanc’* 

' We both referred her to certain passages in the paper 
she gave you. ' 

My heart, said she, could never be proof againft a gen¬ 
erous and kind treatment. The condescending compli¬ 
ances with my weakness, which my father, mother, 
brothers, and uncle, have made, have effected what oppos¬ 
ition and cruelty, as you see, could not. So compassionate, 
so humane a man, as I think the Chevalier Grandison, 
and so steady as he is in his principles, so much, as you 
own, he has to say for himself, joined with the sense I al¬ 
ways had, from my mother's example, of the duties of a 
good wife, will too probably dagger me in my faith: And 
if so, I shall be unhappy: I shall make my Confessor so. I 
am determined , added she (as you, brother, have seen) in 
my own mind: But I ask your opinion, and yours, Father 
Marescotti. The Chevalier now is a favourite with you 
both. Religion only can now be the question— 
too probable that I shall be daggered in my own faith, i, 
were I to b$his? •! 

' "We gave her, continued the Bishop, our opinions free¬ 
ly, as religious men. Could we, Chevalier, do otherwise? 
And yet we are both ready to accuse ourselves of infring¬ 
ing conditions with you.Tellus, if in your opinion we have ? 

I cannot, my Lord, judge from this general account. If 
you did more than answer her questions; if you expati¬ 
ated argumentatively on the subject; I muil think you 
have: And your own doubts help to convince me thatyou 
have; tho’ I cannot but respeft you greatly for the frank¬ 
ness of your application to me on this subject. 

We were earnest, Chevalier; we were warm in what we 
said— 
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Well, my Lord, called upon as you both were, it would 
not have become your characters to be cool—For my 
own part, I have been recollecting the behaviour of your 
admirable sifter throughout every ftage of her delirium, 
respecting myself: And I have not been able to call to 
mind one inftance in it of an attachment merely personal. 
I need not tell you, Father, nor you, my Lord, what a 
zealous Catholic she is. She early wished me to be one: 
And had I not thought myself obliged in honour, because 
of the confidence placed in me by the whole family, to 
decline the subject, our particular conversations, when 
she favoured me with the name of tutor, would have gen¬ 
erally taken that turn. Her unhappy illness was owing to 
her zeal for religion, and to her concealing her ftruggles 
on that account. She never hinted at marriage in her res- 
veries. She was ftill solicitous for the Soul of the man she 
wished to proselyte; and declared herself ready to lay 
down her life, could she have effected that favourite wish 
of her heart. At other times, she supposed my marriage 
with some other woman; and was only generously solici¬ 
tous, that it should not be with one who might discredit 
the regard she herself professed for me. At another time 
she wished to be acquainted with my sifters, and hoped 
they would come to Italy: She proposed to perfect them 
in the Italian tongue, as they should her in the English: 
But as to me, only bespoke a visit from me now-and-then, 
when they came. I havethe vanity to think, that I ftand 
high inhec favour. But Religion, it is evident, as it ought, 
"Stands higher. From all these recollections and observa- 
' tions, I have - endeavoured to account for the noble be¬ 
haviour of your sifter; and am the less surprised at it, 
now she is come to her memory. It is all great; all uni¬ 
form; and moft probably we should have been in a very 
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different situation than what we have been long in, had 
she had her way given her at the time she was so earned 
—For what? Only to be allowed a second interview, a fare- 
wel visit, when she had shewn a little before, on a firSl, 
that marriage seemed not to be in her thoughts. 

And had she not been entrusted to the management of 
the cruel Laurana, said the Bishop— 

From which, thank God, said the Father, I was the in¬ 
strument of freeing her. 

By all this, proceeded I, I mean not recrimination; but 
only to observe the consistency of the noble Lady’s mind, 
when she was able to refle< 5 l. And what now remains for 
me to do, but to reconcile myself, if possible, to a conduct 
that I muSt ever admire, however I may, in its conse¬ 
quences, as to my own particular, regret it?—Your Lord- 
ship, I am afraid, thinks, that she adheres to the contents 
of the paper she put into my hands. 

Unless you, Chevalier— 

That, my Lord, is out of the question. Let it, however, • 
! be remembred, that I have not prescribed to her that 
hard condition, which is made an indispensable one to 
me,_yet is Lady Clementina the only woman on earth 
"that I would have wished to call mine, on the terms on 
which I should have been proud to receive her hand: For 
it is easy to foresee, that, generally, great inconvenien- 
cies mu£t attend a marriage between persons of a differ-f 
ent religion; one of them zealous, the other not indiffey^iy 
ent. 

But, Chevalier, you acquit Father Marescotti and me. 

I do, my Lord. Be you your own judges. The condition 
was not proposed by me. I consented to it, for the sake of 
those who prescribed it, and for your siller’s sake. I could 
not wish to prosecute my humble suit, notwithstanding 



328 The History of [Vol. 4. 

her declared favour for me, against the pleas of con¬ 
science which she so earnestly urged. How could I, while 
religion, and the generosity of her friends to her, re¬ 
quired, as she thought, that she should get above all re¬ 
gards for me? I was therefore willing to comply with the 
proposal, and to wait the issue of her spontaneous deter¬ 
mination, and to be governed by it. But now that your 
Lordship and Father Marescotti have dispensed with the 
condition, I presume that I am not bound by it. 

What means my Grandison ? 

Only this: I could not be thought to bear a Love so fer¬ 
vent to the admirable Clementina, as the man ought to 
bear who aspires to the honour of calling her his, if I made 
not one effort to convince her, that she may be happy with 
me as to the article she is so solicitous about—From fe¬ 
male delicacy , she may, perhaps, exp eft to be argued with, 
and to be persuaded. Allow me to give her assurances of 
my inviolable honour in that point. It becomes me, as a 
man, and as her admirer, to remove her scruples, if I can y 
before I yield up my Love to the force of them. 

Would you argue with her on the merits of the two per¬ 
suasions? 

I would not. I never did. I would only assure herofmy 
firm resolu.tioaji.eyer to attempFfo brmg her over to 
|rri6£,jior to traverse the endeavours of her confessor, to 
keep Jherilfiady in hers. But were we to consider only her 
future ease of mind [You see, my Lord, that she herself 
has a view to that, in the proposal made me, as from her¬ 
self] in which the happin ess of all your family is included, 
it is right to see if she builds on a foundation that cannot 
be shaken; that she may not hereafter regret the ffeps she 
has taken, which might possibly— 
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I underhand you, Chevalier—It is prudently, it is 
kindly, put, as well for her sake, as ours. 

I shall be glad, my Lord, that you should be within 
hearing of every word that shall pass between us on this 
occasion. One effort I ought to make. If she is determined,;. 
I will not urge her further. For all the world, and the deaif 
Clementina in it, I would not have her aft againft her 
conscience: Nor will I take advantage of the declaration 
she has repeatedlymaHeTthat ftlslnrny power to hold her 
faft, or to set her free. I will noFso much as urge it to herj 
left, if she should alter her purpose, it should be from the 
conscience of a kind of promise implied in that declaraj 
tion, and not from her hear t. No, my Lord, she shall bd 
wholly free. I 'will not,"exceHent as she is, accept of hen 
hand againft her conscience: Neither my conscience! 
nor, let me say, my pride, will permit me to do so. But thq 
world, as well as my own heart, would blame me, if I| 
made not one effort. If it fail, I shall be easier in my own 
mind; and so will she in hers. Be you, my Lord, within J 
hearing of our next conversation. 

I would not, Dr. Bartlett, propose to Father Mare- 
scotti, that he should, for fear of making him uneasy, on 
his liftening to what passed between the Lady and me. 

I can absolutely depend upon your honour, Chevalier, 
replied the Bishop. We have brought ourselves to be sin¬ 
cere favourers of this alliance with you. But I own to you, 
that both Father Marescotti and myself, on the unex¬ 
pected turn my sifter has voluntarily taken, are of opini¬ 
on, that you will both be happier, if it take not place. The 
difference in religion; her malady— 

No more, my Lord, of this subjeft. If I cannot succeed, 
I muft endeavour to draw consolation to myself from rea- 
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son and reflexion. Mean time, all I ask is, that you will 
both acquit me of any supposed breach of condition, as 
well in your own minds, as to the re£t of the family, if I 
make this one effort: After which, if it succeed not, I will, 
whatever I suffer, divert myself of Self, and join with you, 
and Father Marescotti, to secure the ground gained in 
the restoration of the nobleSt of female minds. 

They looked upon each other, as if they were afraid of 
the event. The Father whispered the Bishop. I believe, 
by a word or two that I could not but hear, it was to in¬ 
duce him to place himself so as to hear (as I had proposed) 
the conversation that was next to pass between the Lady 
and me. 

Turning round on their whispering, Don’t I see Cam¬ 
illa, my Lord, said I, at distance, watching our motions, 
as if she wanted an opportunity to speak to one of us? 

She has been walking for some time within sight, said 
Father Marescotti. 

The Bishop made signs to her to advance. She did: 
And told me, that her young Lady was desirous to see me. 

I followed her. Clementina was alone. Camilla intro¬ 
duced me to her, and withdrew. 

She was in great confusion on my approach. Her com¬ 
plexion frequently varied. She looked at me often, and as 
often turned away her eyes; and sighed. Two or three 
times she hemmed, as if she would have cleared her voice; 
but could not find words to express her labouring mind. 
It was easy to see, that her perplexity was not favourable 
to me. I thought it would be cruel, not to break the way 1 
for her to speak. 

Let not my dear Clementina forbear to say all that is in 
her heart, to the man who greatly prefers her peace of 
mind to his own. 
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I had, I had, said she, a great deal to say before I saw 
you: But now you ar t present —She Slopt. 

Take time to recollect yourself, madam—I have been 
talking in the garden to my Lord the Bishop, and to Fa¬ 
ther Marescotti. I greatly revere them both. You have 
consulted them on the contents of the paper you were 
pleased to put into my hands. I have hopes from thence , 
that you may be made easy in your mind. I will never, 
dearest madam, urge you on the article of Religion. You 
shall be absolute mistress of your own will. You shall 
prescribe to me what conditions you please, with regard 
to your way of life, your pleasures, your gratuities to 
your servants, and others. Father Marescotti and your 
Camilla with you, you will be as safe from innovation, 
as you can be in your father’s house. 

Ah Chevalier! 

We may, perhaps, prevail upon your father and mo¬ 
ther to honour us with their company, in your firSt jour¬ 
ney to England. They have not been of late so well as it 
were to be wished: We have baths there of sovereign 
efficacy, in many disorders. By using them, and change 
of climate, they will very probably receive benefit in their 
healths. Jeronymo— 

Ah, Chevalier!—She arose from her seat, and reseated 
herself several times, with great emotion. I proceeded. 

Jeronymo, our dear Jeronymo, I hope will accompany 
us, and his skilful Lowther. Those baths are restorative. 

O Chevalier! what a man you are?— 

She Stopt, with an air of attention, as if she wished me 
to proceed. 

—And when your honoured and beloved friends shall 
see their Clementina happy, as I am determined she shall 
be, if all the tenderness of affeftion I am able to shew, can 
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make her so, how happy will they <*//be 1 —Your chapel, 
madam I Your confessor I Your own servants 1 — 

Ah, Sir! Sir!—Ought I to listen to such temptations, 
after what I have given you, upon deliberation, in writing? 
Good Heaven, and the whole heavenly hoft, direft mel 

She had recourse to her beads; and her lips, as a word 
now-and-then half-pronounced informed me, moved to a 
Pater-nofter. Again she assumed an attentive air. 

My sillers, madam, will revere you. You will have plea¬ 
sure in calling them yours. Their Lords are men of the 
firft figure in their country. I ask not for fortune. I ask 
only for you, and you I ask of yourself. My eftate is con¬ 
siderable, and improving. The pride I take in being in¬ 
dependent, and in the power of obliging, suffers me not 
to be imprudent with regard to oeconomy. My capital 
mansion (I value it for not being a house of yefterday) 
tho’ not so magnificent as your palace in Bologna, is gen¬ 
teel, spacious, convenient. The paper you gave me, shews 
me that the grandeur of your soul is equal to that of your 
birth. I revere you for the pious and noble sentiments 
contained in it. What obligations will you lay me under 
to your goodness, if you can prevail upon yourself to rely 
upon my assurances, that I will never seek to make you 
unhappy on a religious account; and it you can~be_satis- 
fie^w^the^joymeni of y ouTowtTiliglonj-and leave 
to me_thfr«ser-e 4 se.Qf mine! Dear madam, why may not 
thisEe? Why will you not leave me as free as I am ready to 
leave you? Justice, generosity, are my pleas to a Lady, 
who surely cannot but be juft and generous. Think, ma¬ 
dam; dear Lady Clementina, think; if you cannot, by 
unaking me happy, be yourself so. 

I took her unresifting hand, and kissed it. She sighed. 
She wept. She was silent. 
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With what pleasure, proceeded I, will you every other 
year visit and revisit England, and your native country 1 
How dear will you be to your old friends, and to your 
new, in turn! Never revisiting England without some of 
your relations to accompany you; now one, now another; 
and who will be of our family. Your Grandison, madam, 
allow me to say your Grandison, has not, he presumes to 
aver, a narrow heart. You see, how well he can live with 
the moSt zealous of your religion, yet not be an hypo¬ 
crite; but, when called upon, fears not to avow his own 
—My deareSt Clementina! [Again I pressed her hand 
with my lips] say, you think you can be happy, and yet 
bless me with your Love. 

O Sir! God is my witness—But leave me, leave me, for 
a few moments. I dare not truSt myself with myself. 

Command me not to leave you, madam, till you resolve 
in my favour—Say, cannot you be happy in the free exer¬ 
cise of your own religion?—Father Marescotti, Camilla, 
with you—In England but one year at a time—In Italy, 
under the re-assuring eye of your father, mother, bro¬ 
thers, the next. 

Ah, Sir! you muft retire— Indeed you muSt. You leave 
me not at liberty—You muSt let me consider—On this 
crisis of time, as far as I know, depends an eternity of 
happiness or misery. 

Command me not from you: Bid me not leave you. 
Obey the tender impulse that, I flatter myself, I dis¬ 
cover in my favour. I seek your happiness, in pursuing 
my own. Your eternal welfare cannot be endangered. My 
conscience will oblige me to Strengthen yours, when I see 
it is yours—Bid me not leave you—Excellent Clemen¬ 
tina, bid me not leave you! 

You muSt, you muSt—How can I truSt myself againSt 
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a voice, that is the voice of Love; and claims my kindness, 
my justice, my generosity—Was I ever ungenerous, un¬ 
just, unkind?—And if thus daggered now, what, were I 
to be yours, would the superadded sense of my duty do 1 
—O leave me, Sir, a few moments, leave me. 

Be propitious, madam, be propitious, to my humble 
hope; that is all I will at present say; and now I obey you 
—Profoundly bowing, I withdrew into the next apart¬ 
ment : She to her closet. 

I went out slowly; and heard the ha£ty motion of some¬ 
body going out of the apartment, as I entered it. It was, it 
seems, the Bishop, who had placed himself within hear¬ 
ing of what passed between his sifter and me, as I had de¬ 
sired he would. 

It was a full quarter of an hour before I heard her 
move; and then it was to seek for me. 

I was sitting in a pensive mood, revolving the embar- 
rasments I had met with from some of the beCt of women; 
and, as you, my dear Dr. Bartlett, know, in different 
countries; and particularly the unexpected turn which 
this excellent creature had taken. She approached me 
with an air of majefty, yet mixed with tenderness. I met 
her, and, with a bent knee, taking her hand—My fate 
hangs upon those lips, said I; and was proceeding; when 
interrupting me—O Sir! I hear not, it is not safe for me 
to hear, that voice, accompanying this manner—Let me 
bend to you. I have been craving the divine direction. An 
irresi£able impulse (surely it is that direction) bids me 
say—Yet what can I say?—If I attempt to argue, I am* 
loCt 1 —Dqes not this shew me, that wer e I to be y ours, I 
muft be allycm wish me to Be? And then my everlaCtTng" 
“peace, my evefTa 5 tmg*Tiappmess—O ^Sirj ^I doubt not, 
your Justice, your generosity—But I iti-rlmyself ! —SeelT 
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not, let me repeat (looking a little wildly) seek not, kind- 
eft of men, to entangle me with your Love. 

She bent her knee, and I was afraid would have fainted. 
I clasped my supporting arms about her. 

Let me, let me cut short all I intended to say, said she, 
by referring to my paper. The contents of that are not , 
cannot be, answered to my satisfaction. Be my advocate to 
yourself, to your own heart, and seek not to entangle me 
with your Love. 

Whatever it coft me (taking both her hands in mine, 
and bowing upon them) I will yield to your pleasure. I 
never will urge you again on this subject, unless your 
brother the Bishop give me hope of your welcome change 
of mind. 

Beft of men! said she, withdrawing her hands, and 
clasping them together—But this is not enough—You 
muft promise me your future friendship. You muft let 
me call you Brother: You muft be my Tutor, I your Pupil, 
once more—Happy days were those; the happieft of my 
life 1 —And encourage and confirm in me the resolution I 
have taken, or I shall not be happy! 

Look upon me, madam, as your brother, as your friend: 
But this latter task requires more magnanimity than I am 
mafter of. To your brother the Bishop, and to Father 
Marescotti, I muft leave that task. They will be in earn- 
eft in it. I cannot; because I am convinced, in my own 
mind, that we might have been happy—Could you— 
But I forbear, tho’ with difficulty—I ha ve. promised not to 
urge you further. 

Indeed I have consulted them both, resumed she; but 
not before I had given you my written determination: 
Had they given their opinions different from what they 
did, I never could have got over the apprehensions I have 
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. of your strength, and my own weakness. I only consulted 
' them, in hopes they would (as they could, or they had not 
\been good Catholics) confirm and strengthen my mind, 
j And why, why, should I punish the man, I muSl for ever 
eSteem as my beSt friend, with a wife, that her unhappy 
malady has made unworthy of him? Dear Chevalier, I 
find myself at times not recovered. I may never be quite 
well. You and yours deserve not to be punished, but re¬ 
warded. Believe me, Sir, this has been a second consider¬ 
ation with me. God enable me to adhere to my resolution, 
for His sake, for your sake, and for the sake of my own 
peace of mind! 

MuSt it not be difficult, my dear Dr. Bartlett, more 
difficult than when I came over to Bologna, to give up all 
hopes of so exalted a woman ? 

But say, Chevalier, you are not angry with me. Say, 
that you do not, that you will not, think me ungrateful. 
To obviate such a charge as that of ingratitude, to a man 
who has laid us all under such obligations—What is it 
that I would not do? 

I cannot be displeased with you, madam. You cannot be 
ungrateful. I muft not speak: Yet hardly know how to be 
silent. I will take a walk in the garden. I have a new lesson 
to learn. 

With profound reverence I withdrew. She rang. Cam¬ 
illa came in. 

I hastened into the garden, greatly dissatisfied with 
myself, yet hardly knowing why. I thought I wanted 
somebody to accuse, somebody to blame—Yet how could 
it be Clementina? But the words Narrow Zeal !— Sweet 
Enthusiast! —as if I would find fault with her religion , in¬ 
voluntarily slipt from me to myself. 
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It is difficult, my dear Dr. Bartlett, at the inftant in 
which the heart finds itself disappointed of some darling 
hope, to avoid reflexions that, however, can only be justi¬ 
fied by self-partiality. What mu£t I be, if, led as I have 
been, by all her friends to hope, I had not been earnest in 
my hope! 

The Bishop joined me in the garden—Excuse me, 
Grandison, said he, for breaking in upon your contem¬ 
plations : But I was desirous to apologize to you, for tak¬ 
ing the liberty, tho’ you allowed it to me, of attending to 
what passed between you and my sifter. 

I should, my Lord, have said every-thing I did say to 
your sifter, the occasion the same, before your whole 
assembled family. Your Lordship has therefore no apo¬ 
logies to make to me. Heard you all that passed? 

I believe I did. Those apartments were always the wo¬ 
mens. Camilla placed me in a closet that I know not of, 
where I heard every word you both said of the laSt part of 
your conversation. I mu& ask you, Chevalier —Is not 
Clementina— 

Clementina, my Lord, is all that is great and good in 
woman. You will imagine, that it would have been much 
more easy for me to support myself under the resolution 
she has taken, had I not had such testimonies of her mag¬ 
nanimity. Permit me, my Lord, to say, that I have one 
good quality: I can admire goodness or greatness where- 
ever I meet with it; and that whether it makes for me, or 
againSt me. Clementina has all my reverence. 

He made me compliments, and withdrew. 

The Marquis, the Count, and the Marchioness, after¬ 
wards joined me in the garden. The Bishop and Father 
Marescotti not coming with them, or presently after 


z 



338 The History of [Vol. 4. 

them, I doubted not but they went to Clementina, in 
order to applaud her for, and confirm her in, a resolution, 
which muft be agreeable to them. 

I was right in my conje&ure. 

The Marquis and Count each took my hand, and fir& 
expressed their surprize at the young Lady’s adherence 
to her resolution; and next their high value of me. The 
Marchioness observed, “that her daughter, with all her 
excellencies, was ever difficult of persuasion, when she 
had deliberately resolved upon any point.” 

It was easy, I said, to see, that they all now were of one 
opinion; which was, that Lady Clementina was not to be 
moved from her present purpose. 

They owned they were: But said, that if it were not 
mine, they thought themselves bound in honour to con¬ 
sent, that I should try by generous means (and they were 
sure I would not think of any other) to prevail upon her in 
my favour. 

I presume, said I, that the Bishop has already acquaint¬ 
ed you with the substance of what passed juft now, be¬ 
tween Lady Clementina and me. 

They were silent. 

Has not your Ladyship seen Lady Clementina since? 

I have: And she is extremely uneasy. She wishes you 
could be of our religion. Could it have been so, I, for my 
part, should rather have called the Chevalier Grandison 
my son, than any man in the world. Clementina told me, 
added she (I cannot but say with more composure than I 
could have expected, tho’ not without tears) that you 
promised to urge her no more on this subjedt. She owns, 
that more than once, as you talked to her, she could hard¬ 
ly forbear giving you her hand, on your own terms. But 
she says, that you were the moft generous of men, when. 
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you saw she made a point of conscience of her adherence 
to her newly-taken resolution. And now, Chevalier, hav¬ 
ing made my Lord and the Count acquainted with all 
these things, we are come to advise with you what is to be 
done. 

Dear Grandison, said the Marquis, advise us. We want 
an opportunity to shew you, in more than words, our 
gratitude for all your goodness to us: We want to appease 
our Jeronymo; who is ready to suspeft, that his Brother 
and Father Marescotti have contributed to this turn in 
our daughter’s mind: And we want you to declare freely 
your own sentiments, with regard to Clementina; and 
whether you would advise us, as well for her own sake, as 
for yours, to endeavour to prevail on her to change her 
mind. Dear creature! a relapse would now be fatal to her, 
and to her mother and me. 

I have no difficulty, my Lord, to answer to these points. 
As to the firSt, I am greatly rewarded by the pleasure I 
have, in the more than could be hoped-for happy effects 
of Mr. Lowther’s skill; and in the prospers that open to 
us of Lady Clementina’s restored health of mind. On this 
subject I have but one request to make: It is that you will 
not mortify me so much, as to suppose , that I am not 
sufficiently rewarded. 

As to appeasing the generous mind of Signor Jerony¬ 
mo, let that task be Lady Clementina’s. She can plead 
conscience with more force for herself, than any second 
person can do for her; and if she does, it will be a demon¬ 
stration to us all, of her being likely to be happy in her 
perseverance 1 —More happy than I shall be 1 The admir¬ 
able Lady who has silenced, on this head, a man so deeply 
interested to conteSt this point with her, will certainly be 
able to appease a brother by the same pleas; and the 

22 
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sooner, as, being of the same religion with the lovely 
pleader, her arguments will have greater force with him , 
than they could be supposed to have on me. For, let me 
say, my Lord, that I could not so much as seem to give 
way to them, had I not been accustomed, when I was to 
judge of another’s a&ions, to suppose myself that very 
person: Hence have I often thought myself obliged to 
give judgment againSt my own wishes; though, on re¬ 
suming myself, I have not found reason to disapprove of 
my firSl expectation. 

As to the third point, what can I say?—And yet, as 
your Lordship has put it, does it not call upon me, as I 
may say, to give a proof of the disinterestedness I have 
mentioned? I answer then, as supposing myself in your 
situation—I cannot expeCt that you will urge an interest, 
which I, by having put myself into that of Lady Clemen¬ 
tina, have promised not to urge, unless she change her 
mind. What plea can a parent make use of, but that of 
filial duty? And where the child can plead conscience in an¬ 
swer, ought it to be insisted on ? 

And now, resuming myself, let me presume to advise 
you to give the dear Lady full time to consider and re¬ 
consider the case. Her imagination may be heated: In 
other words, her malady may have a share in the heroism 
she has so nobly exerted: And yet I am afraid she will 
persevere. Permit me, my Lords, to say afraid: I cannot 
wholly diveSt myself of Self, in this very affeCting case. 
We will not therefore take her at her word: I will absent 
myself for some time from Bologna; but (as she has the 
goodness to acknowlege an esteem for me) with her leave. 
I will return at my time. I will repeat my absences, if we 
have the lea& shadow of doubt. But if she hold her pur¬ 
pose, and shall not be visibly worse in her health or mind, 
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we may conclude her resolution unalterable. In this case, 
I shall have one or two requests to lay before you; and, if 
granted, will endeavour to make myself as happy as a 
man in such a situation can be. 

They applauded my advice. They declared themselves 
unwilling to think of giving up the pleasure they had 
brought themselves to have, in considering me as one of 
their family; and assured me, that it would have been im¬ 
possible, that any the leaft difficulty should have arisen 
from them, after thay had brought themselves to dispense 
with the moft material one. 

They were earned with me to pass the evening with 
them. But I excused myself. I wanted to be at my own 
lodgings, in order to revolve all that had passed. But hav¬ 
ing not taken leave of Lady Clementina, I imagined she 
might think I went away in ill humour, if I forbore it. My 
whole £tudy, I told them, should be to make Lady Clem¬ 
entina easy: And if the Marchioness would be so good as 
to permit me to take leave of her for the evening, in her 
presence, I would depart; only making my compliments 
to Signor Jeronymo, by Mr. Lowther; knowing that he 
would be grieved for my disappointment; and my mind 
not being at present easy enough, to contend with his 
concern for me. 

The Marchioness said, she would see in what way her 
Clementina then was; and acquaint me, by Camilla, with 
her wishes. She withdrew; leaving the Marquis, the 
Count, and me, together. 

Before we could renew our discourse, the Bishop and 
Father Marescotti joined us; both in high spirits. They 
were excessively complaisant to me. It was easy to guess 
at the occasion of their good humour. I could not be 
greatly delighted with it. But when the Count told them 
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what had passed, before they joined us, the Bishop em¬ 
braced me; the Father unawares snatched my hand, and 
kissed it. 

I was glad to be relieved from their compliments, by 
the expected message from the Marchioness and Clem¬ 
entina. 

The young Lady met me, as I entered, at the door of 
her apartment. She held out her hand to me. I respe« 5 tfully 
took it. I saw she had been in tears: But she looked with a 
serenity, that I was glad to see, tho’ I doubted not but it 
was partly owing to the conversation she had had, since I 
left her, with her brother and her confessor, as well as to 
what might have passed between her mother and her. 

She led me to a chair between them both. She with¬ 
drew not her hand; and aimed at a more chearful coun¬ 
tenance than I had a heart. I congratulated her on her 
serenity. It is in your power, Sir, said she, to make me 
£till more serene—Can you, of a truth, and from your 
heart, approve of my present way of thinking? Can you, 
Chevalier?— 

I can admire you for it, madam. You have exalted 
yourself, in my opinion. But I muSl regret it—Because 
—But I have promised not to urge you. Your conscience, 
madam, is concerned—To endeavour but to -persuade 
against conscience, if you have no doubt of your motive, 
is not warranted, even in a parent. 

I am, I think I am, returned she, absolutely sure of my 
motive. But, my dear mamma, be pleased to put the 
questions I wished you to put to the Chevalier. 

She £ill suffered me to with-hold her hand; and with 
the other took out her handkerchief; not to wipe away 
her tears, but to hide her blushes. She wept not: Her 
bosom heaved with the grandeur of her sentiments. 
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The question, my dear Grandison, said the Marchion¬ 
ess, is this—We have all of us told my Clementina, that 
you are invincible on the article of religion. She believes 
us: She doubts it not from your behaviour and words: But 
as she would not omit any means to convince you of her 
high regard for you, she is desirous to hear from your 
own lips, that you are not to be convinced: She is not 
afraid, the article so important, to hear you declare, that 
you will not be a Catholic. It will make her more easy, 
upon reflexion, to be told, by yon yourself, that you cannot 
comply, even were she to consent to be yours, at a very 
short day, if you could — 

The exalted Lady Stood up, Still not withdrawing her 
hand—False shame, I despise thee, said she: Yet, cover¬ 
ed with blushes, she turned her face from me.— That 
hand, as this heart, putting her other hand to her throb¬ 
bing bosom, is yours, on that one condition—I am con¬ 
vinced of your affection for me—But fear not to tell me 
(it is for my own future peace of mind, that I ask it) that 
you cannot accept it on the terms. 

She then withdrew her hand, and would have gone 
from me: But again I snatched it with both mine. 

Do you , moil excellent of human beings, let me ask 
you; do you consider the inequality in the case between 
us, as you are pleased to put it? I presume not to require a 
change of principles in you. You are only afraid of your 
perseverance, tho’ you are to be left to your freedom; and 
your Confessor to strengthen and confirm you. Of me, is 
not an a< 5 tual change required againSt convittion? —Dear- 
eSl Lady Clementina! Can you, can you (your mind great 
and generous in every other case) insist upon a condition 
so unequal?—Be great throughout; and I kneeled to her 
—Be uniformly noble—Withdraw not your hand. 
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She struggled it, however, from me; and, hastening to 
her closet—Once more, Chevalier, said she, read my 
paper. 

I left her, and approaching the Marchioness, who was 
in tears, Judge me, madam, said I, as I, in your opinion, 
deserve—What shall I say?—I can urge my hopes no 
further: My promise is against me: Clementina is des¬ 
potic—Forgive me!—But indeed Clementina is not im¬ 
partial— 

Dear Chevalier, said the Marchioness, giving me her 
hand, what can I say?—I admire you ! I glory in my child! 
I could not myself, in her place, have withstood your plea. 
When her imagination is cool, I ftill question if she will 
hold her purpose—Propose to her, if you can engage her 
to descend from these heights, your intended absences— 
Ton muft calm her. You only can. Her soul is wrought up 
to too high a pitch. 

O madam! But I muft fir£t try to quiet my own. 

I withdrew into the room adjoining; and, in a few 
minutes returning, found the lovely daughter incircled 
by the arms of the indulgent mother, both in tears. Clem¬ 
entina was speaking. These were the words I heard her 
say: 

Indeed, my dearest mamma, I am not angry with the 
Chevalier. Why should I? But he can allow for me. I can¬ 
not be so great as he. Don’t I say, that I should be undone 
by his goodness? 

She turned her head, and seeing me, disengaged hqjr- 
self from her mother’s arms, and met me. Allow for me. 
Sir, I beseech you, said she. I may be partial. I believe I 
am: But you can forgive me: I will hope you can— Read 
my paper , said I, and went from you: But it was not in an¬ 
ger. Read it, I again say. I can give no other answer/! 
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never can be happy with a man whom I think a heretic;] 
and the moment I should, in tenderness, in duty, thin|:| 
him noto ne, I shall cease myself to be a Catholic. A hu&\ 
band , Sir, allied to perdition, what wife can bear therew 
flexion? 

The Chevalier, my dear, urges you not. He adheres to 
his promise. You were willing to put a question to him 
yourself. I consented that he should answer it in your 
presence, for the sake of your future peace of mind. He 
has spoken to it like himself: He has shewn you, how 
much he admires you, at the same time that he signifies 
"his inviolable adherence to his own religion .~My dearest 
Love, he has conceded to terms in our favour, that we 
have not conceded to in his. Glorious and unexception¬ 
able is his adherence, were it to a right religion. He be¬ 
lieves it is. He might urge much to his own advantage 
from your adherence to yours: But he has only hinted at 
that to us , not to you. He is willing to wait the event of 
your own will. He will leave us, as he did more than once 
before, and return; and if you persevere, he will endeav¬ 
our to make himself easy— 

And leave us; and return to England, I suppose? 

No doubt of it, my dear— 

While the Florentine is there— 

I never, madam, can be any-thing but a well-wisher to 
the Florentine— 

God give you, Sir, and me too, ease of mind. But I find 
my head overtrained. It is bound round as with a cord, I 
think; putting her hands to each side of it, for a moment 
—You mut leave me, Sir. But if you will see me to-mor¬ 
row morning, and tell me whither you intend to go, and 
what you intend to do, I shall be obliged to you. Cannot 
we talk together, Sir, as Brother and si ter? Or as Tutor 
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and Pupil? Those were happy days! Let us try to recover 
them. 

She put her hand to her forehead, as apprehensive of 
disorder; and looked discomposed. I bowed to both La¬ 
dies, in silence; retired; and, without endeavouring to 
see any-body else, went to my lodgings. 


LETTER XLVIII. 

Sir Charles Grandison. In Continuation. 

Bologna , Thursday , July 1 yi 4. 

I H AD a visit early this morning from the Count of 
Belvedere. He found me very much indisposed. He 
had heard that I met with some difficulties, and attributed 
my indisposition to them. 

I owned that it jpight be so. My life, my Lord, said I, 
has not been so happy as might have been hoped for, by a 
man, who has made it his £tudy to avoid giving offence, 
pither to man or woman; and has endeavoured to res train 
passions, that other wis e migh t have Been as un ruly as 
th oseof^^^un £n^j nj^k SBS^^sriut, I 
Bless God, 1 have resolution. I may bend beneatna weight, 
when it isJirSl laid upon me: But if I find I cannot shakeit 
off, I will endeavour to collect my strength, and make 
myself easy under it. Pardon me, my Lord: I do not often 
tallow my mind to break out thus into words: But I hold 
•the Count of Belvedere for my friend. 

You do me honour, said he: And I came with a heart 
disposed to cultivate your friendship. I thank you for 
your laft goodness to me. Your advice and gentle beha¬ 
viour, when I was not fit to be trusted with myself, have 
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saved me, as far as I know, from final destruction. To the 
laSt day of my life, I shall confess obligation to you. But, 
dear Chevalier, if some account of the difficulties you 
meet with will not be a renewal of grief, now you are not 
very well— 

It will not be so, my Lord, interrupted I, since at pre¬ 
sent I can think of nothing else. Y et putting myself in the 
place of every one of the family of Porretta, I have nobody 
to blame; but the contrary. And I muSt admire Lady 
Clementina as one of the nobleSt of women. 

He was all impatience for further particulars. 

What may yet be the event, I cannot tell, proceeded I; 
therefore will only say, that difference in rel igion is the 
difficulty with the Lady . I arnwHEng to allow her the full 
andfre^exercTse l 5 rEers. SKe msx^ s_ upQn. ; a~c hlhge o f 
jhine. Por the r eSt, yo u, my Lord, wan t not friends among 
the principals of tne famify ; let theWgive you what ac¬ 
count they think fit. I would not scruple to gratify your 
curiosity, could I give you a conclusive one. 

I am curious, Chevalier, said he. I loved Clementina 
above all women, before her illness. I loved her not the less 
for her illness; for then my Pity joined with my Love, and 
added a tenderness to it, of which I had not, in equal 
degree, been before sensible. The treatment she met 
with, and the self-interested cruelty of Lady Laurana, 
heightened her illness, and that (I did not think it poss¬ 
ible) my Love. In order to free her from that treatment; 
and in hopes that a different one (my hopes you see were 
not ill founded) would restore her reason; and that the 
happy result might be the defeating of the cruel Laur- 
ana’s expectations; I tender’d myself in marriage to her, 
notwithstanding her illness. But I muSt say, that I never 
knew how much I loved her, till I was apprehensive that. 
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.not only I, but Italy, and her Religion, were likely to lose 
her for ever. And will you not allow of my curiosity now? 
God give you, Chevalier, health and happiness here and 
hereafter 1 But may you never be the husband of Clemen¬ 
tina, but of some woman of your own country, if there 
be one in it that can deserve you! 

The Count left me with this wish, pronounced with 
earnestness; and I suppose will visit the Bishop and Fa¬ 
ther Marescotti, in order to gratify his curiosity. 

My indisposition requiring indulgence, I sent a billet 
to the Marchioness, excusing my attendance till the after¬ 
noon, on the score of an unexpected engagement. I was 
loth to mention th at I was not very well, leSt it should be 
tfeougKfl.Tover^nke artifice, to move compassion. I will 
hSt owe.my success, even with a Clementina,"fcfmesm 
contrivancesTYduTcnow I h ave pride, m y dear Friend— 
“Pride wKic^y^Wexa^Iehas not^be^ able to subdue, 
ttafifhas sometimes made me ashamed of it. 

One o'Clock. 

Camilla, by direction of her two Ladies, made me 
a visit about two hours ago. They were alarmed at my 
postponing my attendance on Lady Clementina till the 
afternoon; suspedting that the Count of Belvedere had 
unwelcomely engaged me; and therefore sent the worthy 
woman to know the true cause. Camilla observing that I 
looked ill, I desired her to take no notice of it to any-body: 
But she could not help acquainting the Marchioness with 
it; who, ordering her to forbear mentioning it to Clemen¬ 
tina and Jeronymo, was so good, attended by Father 
Marescotti, to make me a visit in person. 

Never was mother more tender to her own son, than 
she was to me. The Father expressed a paternal affeCtion 
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for me. I made light of the illness, being resolved, if poss¬ 
ible, to attend them in the afternoon. My mind, my dear 
friend, is disturbed. I want to be at a certainty: Yet, from 
what the Marchioness hinted, I believe I have no reason 
to doubt. The Father and the Bishop have spared no 
pains, I dare say, to strengthen the Lady’s scruples. Their 
whole Study (the Marchioness intimated) is now, in what 
manner to acknowlege their obligations to me. 

They owe me none. 

My dear Chevalier, said she, at parting, take care of 
your health: She put her hand on mine—Your precious 
health. Don’t think of coming out. We will in turn attend 
you here. 

Notwithstanding the advice of the Marchioness, I 
went to the palace of Porretta, as soon as I thought their 
dinner-time was over. Signor Jeronymo desired to be 
alone with me for a few minutes; and when he was, began 
upon the subject of the unexpected turn which his siSter 
had taken. I found, that he had been acquainted with the 
truth of every-thing: Not a single circumstance was om¬ 
itted, that might enable him to judge fairly of the whole. 

And will you, Grandison, can you, my dear friend, 
said he, have the goodness to attend with patience the 
event of this dear girl’s heroism, or what shall I call it? 

I assured him, that the restoration of his siSter’s health 
of mind was the deareSt to me of all considerations; and 
that I came over at firSt with no other hopes than his re¬ 
covery and hers ; resolved to leave to Providence all the 
reSt. 

The Marchioness came in soon after, and taking me 
aside, chid me with tenderness even maternal, for coming 
abroad. The Marquis, the Count, the Bishop, and Father 
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Marescotti, joined us; and then they all, as with one 
voice, offered to use their interest with Clementina in my 
favour, if either my peace of mind, or my health, were 
likely to be affeCted by her present resolution. 

While there was conscience in it, I answered, I would 
not, for the world, that she should be urged to change it. 
Nothing now, as I believed, remained to be done, but to 
try the firmness of her resolution, by firSt short, and then 
longer absences: And those I would propose to herself, if 
they thought fit, when I was next admitted to her pre¬ 
sence. 

Jeronymo, and all the family, I saw were of one mind. 
Tell me, say , my dear Dr. Bartlett, is it excusable in a 
man, who has been so long favoured by your conversa¬ 
tion, and should have been benefited by your example, 
who have behaved so greatly in disappointments, and 
even persecutions, to find in himself a pride that, at the 
infant, had almost carried him into petulance, when he 
saw every one of this family appear to be more pleased 
than displeased, that he was not likely to be allied to 
them?—Who yet, when he coolly considers, and puts 
himself in the case of each individual of it, muft acknow- 
lege, that they might well be allowed to rejoice (the great 
article Religion out of the question) in the hope of keep¬ 
ing her among them in her native country; and the more, 
because of the unhappy disorder of her mind; and out of 
a distant one, obnoxious to them all, as England is? 
Would not my own father and mother, would not I my¬ 
self, have equally rejoiced in such a turn in the affections 
of a siSter of my own; especially if we had complied with 
her principally from motives of compassion, and contrary 
to the interests of our family? 

The Marchioness conducted me to the young Lady. 
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She received me with a blush, as a person would do an¬ 
other whom she was sensible she had causelesly dis¬ 
appointed. She took notice, after the fir ft emotion, that I 
seemed not to be well, and caft an eye of compassion on 
me. A slight indisposition, I said, that might, perhaps, be 
owing to my late inactivity, and want of exercise. I had 
thoughts of once more making the tour of Italy, in order 
to visit the many kind friends at different courts, who had 
honoured me with their notice during my former abode 
in Italy. 

How long do you propose to be absent, Sir? 

Perhaps a month, madam. 

A month, Sir!—She sighed, and looked down. 

Signor Jeronymo, I hope, said I, will correspond with 
me. 

I could almoft wish, said she—Pardon me, madam, to 
her mother—and looked bashfully down. 

What would my child wish? 

That / might correspond with the Chevalier in his ab¬ 
sence—As his sifter , as his pupil, I think I might. 

You will do me, madam, the highest honour—Dear 
madam, to the Marchioness, may I not have your interest 
with Lady Clementina, to engage her to pursue her kind 
hint? 

By all means. My deareft Love, it will not misbecome 
you in any chara&er, whether as pupil, as sifter, or friend, 
to write to such a man as the Chevalier Grandison. 

Perhaps then I may, said she. You, madam, shall see 
all that passes in this correspondence. 

That shall be as you please, my Love. I can absolutely 
depend upon the Chevalier’s generosity, and your pru¬ 
dence. 

I should choose , madam, said I, that you should see all 
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that passes. As amusement is principally my view in this 
tour, I can be punctual to place and time. 

But shall you be gone a month, Sir? 

As much less, madam, as you shall command. 

Nay, as things are circumstanced, it is not for me— 
She Slopt, sighed, and looked down. 

You, madam, are above unnecessary reserve. I never 
yet abused a confidence. I am proud of your good opin¬ 
ion. I never will do any-thing to forfeit it. Whatever shall 
be your pleasure, that signify to me in the Letters you 
will favour me with. I will be all grateful obedience. 

Whither, Sir, do you intend to go firSt? 

To Florence, madam— 

To Florence, Sir?—But Lady Olivia, I think, is not 
there—To Mrs. Beaumont, I suppose? 

I will send you, madam, from Florence, the beginning 
Letter of the hoped-for correspondence. I will be careful 
to be within distance of receiving your favour in a very 
short space, by means of a servant, whom I will leave at 
Florence, to attend to our correspondence. 

And when, Sir, do you leave Bologna? 

I will now take leave of my new correspondent, and 
my dear friends here; and dispose myself for my little 
route. 

She looked at her mother; then at me—again sighed, 
blushed, and looked down— Well, Sir, was all she said. 

Will you not drink chocolate with us to-morrow? said 
the Marchioness. 

I excused myself. As I was not well, I thought I might 
be obliged to keep my chamber for two or three days; and 
that therefore it was better to take leave of her then, that I 
might not give them anxiety, for their own sakes, on a 
supposal, that I owed my indisposition to my disappoint- 
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ment. And yet. Dr. Bartlett—But you know my heart, 
and all its imperfections: And will you not, on this extra¬ 
ordinary occasion, allow me to give way to my native 
pride, for my own sake? Who but muft admire the ex¬ 
alted mind of this young Lady? What man would not 
wish her to be his?—But to covet a relation to a family, 
however illustrious, however worthy, every one of which 
wishes, and with reason on his side, that it may not take 
place—I muSt, if possible—But a few weeks will now 
determine my fate—I will not leave them or myself ', if I 
can help it,any cause of regret. 

I took a solemn leave of Clementina. She wept at part¬ 
ing; and dropping down on one knee, prayed for a bless¬ 
ing to attend me where-ever I went. 

Had not my indisposition lowered my spirits, I should 
have been affeCted at the solemnity and grace of her man¬ 
ner. The Marchioness was. 

I went from her to Jeronymo. I left it to his mother to 
tell him all that had passed; and took almost as ardent a 
leave of him. I desired a visit from Mr. Lowther: And 
left my compliments for all the re£t of a family that I ever 
muft highly respeCt. 


Thursday , July 13-24. 

I took, by advice, a medicine over-night, that com¬ 
posed me. I had wanted reft. I am much better, and pre¬ 
paring for my journey to Florence. I have returned 
answer that I am , to enquiries made after my health by 
the whole family. The Bishop excused his personal attend¬ 
ance, on the Count’s sudden resolution to set out for 
Urbino; and insisting on his and Father Marescotti’s 
accompanying him thither for a few days. 

Camilla came to me from her two Ladies, and the 
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Marquis. All three, she told me, were indisposed. Their 
enquiries after my health were very tender: The Marquis 
bid her tell me, that he hoped to be well enough to make 
me a visit before I set out. Jeronymo wished to see me 
fir£t, if I had opportunity. But, as I probably mu^f, if I go, 
see Lady Clementina, and another solemn parting will 
follow, I think it will be be£t, for both our sakes, as well as 
for Jeronymo’s, not to obey him; and so I hinted by 
Camilla. 

The Count of Belvedere has made me a visit. He is 
setting out for Parma. Not one word passed his lips about 
Lady Clementina, or her family. He was very earned 
with me, to promise him a visit at his palace. I gave him 
room to expert me. By his silence on a subjett so near his 
heart, as well as by the very great respeft he paid me, I 
have no reason to doubt but he knows the situation I am 
in with Clementina: She will have his prayers, I dare say, 
for perseverance in her present way of thinking: Indeed 
now, every-body 's of her family—for who can doubt the 
General’s? She would have had mine to the same purpose 
the more sincerely, had not they all joined to indulge my 
hopes; and had she not given such instances of the noblest 
of female minds. 

But, how great soever may be the occasion given me 
for fortitude, by a resolution so unexpected by every¬ 
body from Lady Clementina, I cannot be deprived of all 
pleasure; since the contents of my la£t pacquets, as well 
those from Paris as from England, afford me a great deal. 

Every-thing is done at Paris, that I could have wishpd, 
in relation to Mr. Danby’s legacy. 

Lord W. lets me know, that he thinks himself every 
day happier than in the pa£t with his Lady; who also sub¬ 
scribes to the same acknowlegement. 
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Our Beauchamp tells me, that he wants only my com¬ 
pany to make him the happiest of men. He requests me to 
write a Letter of thanks, in my own name, to Lady Beau¬ 
champ, on his dutiful acknowlegement to me of her kind¬ 
ness to him. I will with pleasure comply; and the sooner, 
as I am sure that gratitude for paft benefits, and not ex¬ 
pectation of new ones, is his motive. 

He laments in postscript, that his father is taken with a 
threatening disorder. I am sorry for it. Methinks I am 
interested in the life and health of Sir Harry Beauchamp. 
I hope he will long enjoy the happiness, of which his son 
says he is extremely sensible. Should he die, the Lady 
will be a great deal in my Beauchamp’s power, large as 
her jointure is. If, on such an event, he be not as obliging 
to her, as he now is, and forget not all paSt disobligations, 
I shall not have the opinion of his heart that I now have. 
Our Beauchamp wants but the trial of prosperity (a much 
more arduous one than that of adversity) to be upon full 
proof an excellent man. 

Lady Mansfield, with equal joy and gratitude, ac¬ 
quaints me, that my presence in England is only wanting 
to bring to a decision every point that now remains in de¬ 
bate with her adversaries, the Keelings; they having 
shewn themselves inclinable, by the mediation of Sir 
John Lambton, to compromise on the terms I had ad¬ 
vised she should get proposed, as from me; and the wick¬ 
ed Bolton having also made proposals, that perhaps ought 
to be accepted, if he cannot be brought to amend them. 

Two of Emily’s Letters of distant date are come to¬ 
gether. I will write to the dear girl by the next mail, and 
let her know how much absence endears to me my friends. 

You give me joy, my dear Dr. Bartlett, in acquainting 
me with the happiness of Lord and Lady G. I will write 

aa2 
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to my Charlotte upon it, and thank her for the credit she 
does me by her affeCtionate behaviour to that honest and 
obliging man. 

How happy are you, my dear friend, and Lord and 
Lady G. and Emily, at Miss Byron’s! I am charmed with 
the chara&ers you give me of her family. 

But I have Letters brought by the same mail, that are 
not so agreeable as those I have taken notice of. They are 
from Lady Olivia, and my poor cousin Grandison. 

That unhappy woman is to be my disturbance! She is 
preparing, she says, to come back to Italy. She execrates: 
She threatens. Poor woman!—But no more of her at pre¬ 
sent. 

My cousin is by this time, I suppose, at Paris. He 
writes, that he was on the point of setting out, in pur¬ 
suance of my advice; and will wait there for my direction 
to proceed to Italy, or not. I shall write to him to continue 
at Paris till he hears further from me; and, at the same 
time, to some of my friends there, to make France agree¬ 
able to him. 

I shall not perhaps write again very soon. Letters from 
England will, however, find an easy access, directed to 
me, under cover, to Mrs. Beaumont at Florence, as you 
knowhow. 

I shall be pretty much in motion, if health permit. I 
shall take a view of the works projecting by the duke of 
Modena, in order to render his little Signory consider¬ 
able. I shall visit the Count of Belvedere at Parma. Mrs. 
Beaumont and her friends will have more of my company 
than any other persons. Perhaps I may make a long- 
reque£led visit to the Altieri family, at Urbino. If I do, I 
muft not put a slight on the Conte della Porretta, who 
pressingly invited me thither. I think to pass a few days 
at Rome. If I go from thence to Naples, I shall perhaps 
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once more, in the General’s company, visit Portici, in 
order to make more accurate observations than I have 
hitherto done, on those treasures of antiquity which have 
been discovered in the antient Herculaneum. 

I have a private intimation from Milan, that a visit 
there would be a welcome one to Lady Sforza. I may 
possibly take that city in my way, when I quit Italy. But 
how can I, without indignation, see the cruel Laurana? 

Thus, my dear and reverend friend, have I given you 
an imperfect sketch of my present intentions, as to pass¬ 
ing the month that I think of absenting myself from 
Bologna. 

It is a long time since I have been able to tell you afore- 
hand, with regard to some of the moft material articles of 
my life, what I will or will not do. Yet, knowing my own 
motives, I cannot say, that were the la£t three or four 
years of it to come over again, I should have adted other¬ 
wise than I have done. Do you, my reverend friend, with 
that freedom which has been of inexpressible use to me, 
remind me, if I am too ready to acquit myself. You know 
(I repeat) all the secrets of my heart. Be not partial to your 
sincere friend. I write not to be praised, but corredted. 
Don’t flatter my vanity; I am yet but a young man. You 
have not blamed me a great while: I am for this reason a 
little diffident of the ground I Stand upon: But if you have 
no material fault to recolledt, spare yourself the trouble of 
telling me so: Having thus renewed my call upon you, 
for your friendly admonition, I will look upon your silence 
as an acquittal, so far as I have gone; and we will begin, 
from the date of your next, a new account. In the mean 
time, be not concerned for my health. I am much better 
than I was. My mind was weakened by suspense. I long 
since thought the crisis near. If it be not already over¬ 
past, a few weeks muSt surely determine it. 
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I am not in hafte to send this pacquet. A week hence 
Sir Alexander Nesbitt will set out direftly for England. 
He has a great desire of being acquainted with my dear 
Dr. Bartlett, and requests me to give him a commission, 
that may introduce him to you. I would not, however, 
have delayed sending you these Letters by a speedier con¬ 
veyance, had my deftiny in this country been absolutely 
determined. 

Sir Alexander is a worthy man. As such, wants not a 
recommendation to my dear and reverend friend, from his 

CHARLES GRANDISON. 


LETTER XLIX. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

\_With the preceding seven Letters of Sir Charles.] 

Grosvenor-Square , Monday , Aug. 7. 

G OOD God, my dear!—I dispatch a pacquet to you; 

received, a few hours ago, from Dr. Bartlett, with 
desire of forwarding it to you. My sifter was with me. 
We read the Letters together. I dispatch them by an ex¬ 
press messenger. What shall we say? Tell me, Harriet. 
More suspense ftill. Dear creature, tell me, tell me, all 
you think of the contents of this pacquet. If I enter into 
the particulars, I shall never have done scribbling. Adieu, 
my Love. * 

CHARLOTTE G. 

Return the Letters, when perused. I want to ftudy them 
before the Doftor has them back. 
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LETTER L. 

MwByron. To Lady G. 

Selby-house , Friday , Aug. 11. 

T ELL you, my dear Lady G. all I think of the con¬ 
tents of the pacquet you so kindly sent me by an ex¬ 
press messenger!—What will you say to me, if I do? I 
can much better tell you, what all my friends here say of 
them. They are for congratulating me upon those con¬ 
tents. But can I congratulate myself? Can I receive their 
congratulations?—A woman! an angel!—So much more 
worthy of Sir Charles Grandison, than the poor Harriet 
Byron can be!—O how great is Clementina, how little 
am I, in my own eyes! The Lady will Sill be his. She 
mu£t. She shall. She will change her mind. So earnest he! 
So fervently in love with him, she!—Who will presume 
to hope a place in his affe&ions after her? My pride, my 
dear, is all up. Can I ? How mean will any one now appear 
in his eyes, when he thinks of his Clementina? And who 
can be contented with half a heart? Nay, wo/half a one, if 
he does justice to this wonder of a woman? It was always 
my consolation, when I looked upon him as lo£t to my¬ 
self, that it was to a person of superior merit. 

But who can forbear pitying the glorious man! O my 
dear, I am lo£t in the subject! I know not what to say. 
Were I to tell you what I thought, what were my emo¬ 
tions, as I read now his generous pity for the Count of 
Belvedere—Now his affe&ionate and respeftful address 
to the noble Lady—Her agitations of mind, previous to 
the delivery of her paper to him—That paper, the con¬ 
tents so greatly surpassing all that I had read of woman I 
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Yet so m uch of a piece with the conduct she she wed, 
when the Struggle hetweeirher ReTiglarTandTreF Cove 
coSt'h'er Tier":-eason-^His delkacyfyef'e^uaTSteadlness, 
ih hi s religion—In short, the whole of his conduct and 
hers, in the various lights in which they appeared in the 
different conversations with her, with her family—Were I 
to tell you, I say, what I thought, and what were my emo¬ 
tions, as I read, a volume would not be sufficient; nor 
know I what measure would contain my tears. Suffice it 
to say, that I was not able to rise in two days and nights; 
and it has been with the greatest difficulty, that I obtained 
pen and ink, and leave to write; and the physician talks of 
confining me to my chamber for a week to come. 

Sir Charles cries out upon suspense—Indeed it is a 
grievous thing. 

You will observe, that in these la£t Letters he men¬ 
tions me but once; and that is, in making me a compli¬ 
ment on the favour which the beloved Four conferred 
upon me, and all of us, in the visit you were so good as to 
make us. And why do you think I take notice of this?— 
Not from petulance, I assure you: But for the praise of 
his justice as well as delicacy: For, could Sir Charles 
Grandison excusably (if, on other occasions he remem- 
bred the poor girl whom he rescued; could he excusably, 
I say) while his soul was agitated by his own suspense, 
occasioned by the uncommon greatness of Clementina’s 
behaviour, think of any other woman in the world? 

But you see, my Charlotte, that the excellent man has 
been , perhaps is, greatly indisposed. Can we wonder at it? 
Such a prize in view; so many difficulties as he had to 
struggle with, overcome; yet, at lait, a seemingly in¬ 
superable one arising from the Lady herself, and from 
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motives that encreased his admiration of her? But awo- 
man may be eloquent, from grief and disappointment; 
wtehrs'iiraR,' !thQugBTKs"ndwer“fi(£itt is torn' in pieces, 
muSthardly complain.—How do I pity the distresses of 
amanlyheartf 

But should this noble Lady, on his return to Bologna, 
after a month’s absence, hold her purpose, unless he 
changes his religion, I will tell you my thoughts of what 
will probably be the result. He will not marry at all. If he 
cannot love another woman, as well as he does Clemen¬ 
tina, ought he? And who can equally deserve his Love? 
Have we not heard from himself, as well as from Dr. 
Bartlett, that all the troubles he has had, have proceeded 
from our Sex? It is true, that men and women can hardly 
ever have any great troubles, but what must arise from 
each other. And his have arisen from good women too (I 
hope Lady Olivia is not deliberately bad). And why 
should so good a man continue to subject himself to the 
petulance, to the foibles, of us wayward women, who 
hardly know our own minds, as Signor Jeronymo told his 
friend, when our wishes are in our power? 

But, sick or well, you see Sir Charles Grandison loses 
not his spirit. His enlarged heart can rejoice in the happi¬ 
ness of his friends. I ie 7 //have joy, said heonceto me. And 
muft he not have it in the hopes of recovery of his friend 
Jeronymo? In the restoration of the admirable Clemen¬ 
tina? And in the happiness those recoveries muSt give to a 
worthy and illustrious family? Let me enumerate, from 
him, the pleasure he enjoys, in the felicity he has given to 
many; tho’ he cannot be, in himself, the happy person he 
makes others. Is he not delighted with the happiness of 
Lord and Lady W.? Of his Beauchamp, and his Beau- 
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champ’s father and mother?—Of Lady Mansfield, and 
her family? With yours and Lord G’s happiness? Does it 
not rejoice you, my dear, to have it in your power to con¬ 
tribute to the pleasure of such a brother? And how great, 
how honourable, how considerate, how delicate, is his be¬ 
haviour to the noble Clementina; how patient, how dis¬ 
interested, with her family! How ready to enter into their 
sentiments, and to allow for them, tho’ againSt himself! 
But he is prudent: He sees before him at a great distance: 
He is resolved to have nothing to reproach himself with, 
in future, that he can obviate at present. But is not his 
conduct such as would make a considerate person, who 
has any connexions with him, tremble? Since if there be a 
fault between them, it muSt be all that person’s; and he 
wiUnot, if it be possible for him to avoid it, be a sharer in 
it?||>o you thinks my d ear, that had he been the firSl man, 
hewouHEtaye been _so.compla.TSan t~t 61 iisEve as Milton 
takes A dam ’j~ 5 o"contrary to'lKat partTof his” character, 
pRich made mm accuse the woman to the Almighty (a)] 
-To taSle the forbidden fruit, because he would not be 
|separated from her, in her punishment, tho’ all posterity 
pere to suffer by it?—No; it is my opinion, that your 
brother would have had gallantry enough to his fallen 
bpouse, to have made him extremely regret her lapse; but 
that he would have done his own duty , were it but for the 

f sake of posterity, and left it to the Almighty, if such had 
been his pleasure, to have annihilated his fir ft Eve, and 
jiven him a second^-But, my dear, do I not write strange¬ 
ly? I would be chearful, if I could, because you are.so 
kind as to take pains to make me so. But on re-perusing 
what I have written, I am afraid that you have taught me 
to think oddly. Tell me truth, Charlotte: Is not what has 

(a) The woman that thou gaveSt me, tempted me, and I did eat. 
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laSt slipt from my pen, more in Lady G’s manner, than in 
thatof 


Her HARRIET BYRON 

One line more; and no more, my dear, my indulgent 
aunt Selby!—They won’t let me write, on, Char¬ 
lotte, when I had a thousand things further to say, 
on the contents of this important pacquet; or I 
should not have concluded so uncharacteristically. 


LETTER LI. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Lady Clementina 
della Porretta. 

Florence , July 13-24. 

I B E GIN, dear and admirable Lady Clementina, the 
permitted correspondence, with a due sense of the fa¬ 
vour done me in it: Yet, can I say, that it is not a painful 
favour? Was ever man before circumstanced as I am?— 
Permitted to admire the nobleSt and moSt amiable of wo¬ 
men, and even generously allowed to look upon himself 
as a man eSteemed, perhaps more than esteemed, by her, 
and her illustrious family; yet in honour forbidden to 
solicit for a blessing that once was designed for him; and 
which he is not accused of demeriting by misbehaviour, 
or by assuming an appearance that he made not good— 
Excellent Lady! Am I other than you ever had reason to 
think me, in my manners, in my principles? Did I ever 
endeavour to unsettle you in your attachments totKe re- 
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ligion of your cou ntry? No. madam; Invinci bly at tached 

with avowing my own; and indeed should have thought 
it-atriTT requital for theTproteftion I enjoyed from the 
civil and ecclesiastical powers, and a breach of the Laws 
of hospitality, had I attempted to unsettle the beloved 
daughter of a house so firmly likewise attached, as they 
ialways were, to their principles. From such a conduct, 
Icould this beloved daughter doubt the free exercise of her 
religion, had she— 

But, hushed be the complainings, that my expostulat¬ 
ing heart will hardly be denied to dictate to my pen! 
Have I not said, that I will be all you wish me to be—All 
hope , or all acquiescence —Forgive me, madam, forgive me, 
dear and ever-to-be respected family, that yet I use the 
word hope. Such a prize almoSt in possession—can I for¬ 
bear to say hope?—Yet do I not at the same time promise 
acquiescence?—Painful as it is to me, and impossible as 
it would be, were not all-commanding conscience plead¬ 
ed, moSt excellent of women! I will, I do, acquiesce. If 
you persevere, dear to my soul as you ever mutt be, I re¬ 
sign to your will. 

The disappointed heart, not given up to unmanly des¬ 
pair, in a world so subject to disappointments, will catch 
at the next good to that it has loft—Shall I not hope, ma¬ 
dam, that a correspondence so allowably begun, what¬ 
ever be the issue in the greater event, will for ever lafl? 
That a friendship so pure will ever be allowed? That the 
disappointed man may be considered as the Son, the 
Brother, of a family, which muft, in all the branches of it, 
be ever dear to him?—I will hope it. I will even demand 
the continuance of its efteem; why should I not say, of its 
ajfettion? But so long only, as my own impartial heart, 



Let. 51.] Sir Charles Grandison 365 

and my zeal for the glory and happiness of your whole 
house, shall tell me I deserve this; and so long as I can 
make out my pretensions, to the satisfaction of every one 
of it. It cannot be on my side, nor will I allow it on yours, 
that the man who once, by the favour of your whole fam¬ 
ily, was likely to be happy in a near alliance to it, should, 
and perhaps for that reason, as it often happens in like 
instances, be looked upon as the moft remote from its 
friendly Love. 

Never, madam, could the heart of man boaSt a more 
disinterested passion for an obj eft, whose mind was dearer 
to it than even her person; or a more sincere affeftion to 
every one of her family, than mine does. I am unhappily 
called upon to the proof. The proof is unquestionable. 
And—To the laSt hour of my life, you and they, madam, 
will be dear to me. 

Adieu, moSt excellent of women!—Circumstanced as 
I am, what more can I say?—Adieu, moSt excellent of 
women!—May every good, temporal and eternal, be 
yours, and every one’s of your beloved family, prays 

Tour and their modi grateful , 

modi affectionate, and 

modi obedient, 

GRANDISON. 
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Lady Clementina della Porretta, To Sir 
Charles Grandison. 

Bologna , Tuesday , Aug. 5. N. S. 

I WAS the more willing, Sir, to become your corres¬ 
pondent, as I thought I could write to you with greater 
freedom than I could speak. And indeed I will be very 
free, and very sincere, in all I shall write. I will suppose, 
that I am writing, when I write to you, to my Brother, 
and beSt friend. And indeed to which of my other brothers 
can I write, with equal freedom?—You, in imitation of 
the God of us all, require only the heart. My heart shall 
be as open to you, as if, like Him, you could look into 
every secret recess of it. 

I thank you, Sir, for the kind and generous contents of 
the Letter, by which you have opened this desirable cor¬ 
respondence. Such a regard have you paid in it to the 
weakness of my mind, and to its late unhappy State, with¬ 
out mentioning that unhappy State—O Sir, you are the 
moft delicate of men—What tenderness haveyoualways 
shetyji.me, for my attachment to the religion of my fa¬ 
thers—Surely, you are the moSt pious of Protestants f—- 
Fro tenants can be pious; you and Mrs. Beaumont have 
convihcedjne that they can. Little did I think I s hould 
ever Be brought to acknowlege eertnuchTn Favour ..of the 
'peopteof[-our religion, as you andshe,“by your goodness, 
i lfa?SBfbugTitnie to^acknowlege. O’Sir! What might you 
WbTiraVe Drought me to, by your Love, by your kind 
I treatment of me, and by your irresiStable address, were I 
l to have been yours, and residing in a ProteStant nation, 
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every one of your friends of that religion, and all amiable, 
and perhaps exemplarily good? I was afraid of you, Che¬ 
valier. But no more of this subject. You are invincible; 
and I hope I should not have been overcome, had I been 
yours—But do we not pray against running into tempta¬ 
tion?—Again, I say, no more of this subjeft at present, 
yet hardly know how to forbear— 

/ •'Nothing but the due consideration of the brevity as 
well as vanity of this life, in which we are but probation¬ 
ers, and of the eternity ofthe next, could have influenced^ 
‘ me to aft againft my heartp Dear Chevalier, how happy^ 
should I have been, could 1 ! have given my hand as that 
heart would have direfted, and on such terms, as I could 
have thought my Soul secure?—How shall I quit this 
entangling subjeft? I am in the midft of briars and thorns 

:on-j 

y° u i 

at firft found me walking with undoubting feet. Never,! 
never, for my sake, let an unexperienced virgin truft her -) 
self with her own imagination, when she begins to medi¬ 
tate, with pleasure, the great qualities of an objeft, with 
whom she has frequent opportunities of conversing. ■■ 

Again am I recurring to a subjeft I wish to quit. But 
since I cannot, I will give my pen its course—Pen, take 
thy course. Mind, equally perverse and disturbed, I will 
give way to thee; I see there is no withftanding thee— 
Tell me, then, my brother, my friend, my faithful, my 
disinterested friend, what I shall do, what method take, to 
be indifferent to you, in another charafter? What I shall 
do, to be able to look upon you, only as my brother and 
friend?—Can you not tell me? Will you not? Will not 
your Love of Clementina permit you to tell her?—I will 
help you to words—Say, “you are the friend of her Soul." 


—Lend me, lend me, your extricating hand; and 
duft me into the smooth and pleasant path, in which 
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If you cannot be a Catholic always , be a Catholic when 
^du 'advise her: And then, fro m yo ur Love of he? Soul, 
yotTwilTbe able to say, “Persevere, Clementina! and I 
will not account you ungrateful”— 

O Cheva lier! I fear no thing so much as being thought 
capable of ingratitude, by those Tlove" Ahd i'w l nofTc'an' 
you think that Tam not, ungrateKHTOnce you told me so. 
Why, if you mean me more than a compliment, do you not 
tell me how to be grateful? Are you the only man on earth, 
who have it in your will, and in your power, to confer ob¬ 
ligations, yet can be above receiving returns? What ser¬ 
vices did you endeavour to do to the Soul of a misguided 
youth, at your firft acquaintance with him!—Unhappy 
youth! And how did he at the time requite you for them! 
He has let us know (generous self-accuser!) what heroic 
patience you had with him; and how bravely you dis¬ 
dained his ungrateful defiance. Well may he love you as 
he does. After many, many months discontinuance of 
friendship, you were called upon to snatch him from the 
j aws of death, by your bravery. You were not requited, as 
you might have expe&ed, from some of our family— 
What regret has the recollection co£t us all !—You were 
obliged to quit our Italy; yet, called upon, as I may say, by 
your wounded friend; incurably wounded, as it was ap¬ 
prehended; you hastened to him: You hastened to his 
sifter, wounded in her head, in her heart: You hastened 
to her father, mother, brothers, wounded in their minds, 
by the sufferings of that son and daughter. And whence 
did you hasten to us? From your native country. Quit¬ 
ting your relations, all proud of your Love, and proud of 
loving you; on the wings of friendly zeal did you hasten 
to us, in a distant region. You encountered with, you 
overcame, a thousand obstacles. The genius of healing, 
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in the form of a skilful operator, accompanying you; all 
the art of the physicians of your country did you collect, 
to assiSt your noble purpose. Success attended your gen¬ 
erous wishes. We see one another, a whole family see one 
another, with that delight, which was wont to irradiate 
our countenances, before disaster overclouded them. 

And now, what return shall we make for your good^ ■ 
ness to us? You say, you are already rewarded in the suc-[ 
cess with which God has blessed your generous endeav¬ 
ours to serve us. Hence it is, that I call you proud, and, at 
the same time, happy. Well do I know, that it is not in the 
power of a wife to reward you: For what could a wife do 
by such a man more than her duty? And were it possible 
for Clementina to be yours, would you that your kindness, 
your Love to her, should be rewarded at the price of her 
everlasting happiness?—No, you answer—You would!; 
leave to her the full and free exercise of her religion— 
And can you promise, can you, the Chevalier Grandison, 
undertake, if you think your wife in an error, that you 
never will endeavour to cure her of that error? You who,| 
as the husband, ought to be the regulator of her con^ 
science; the Strengthener of her mind—Can you, believe 
ing your own religion a right one, hers a wrong one, bp 
contented that she shall persevere in it? Or can she avoic, 
on the same, and even Still Stri£ter principles, enterin j 
into debate with you? And will not then her faith, froi 1 
your superior understanding, be endangered?—Of whi ,t 
force will be my Confessor's arguments, againSt your , 
Strengthened by your Love, your kindness, your swee - 
ness of manners? And how will all my family grieve, wer j 
Clementina to become indifferent to them , to her country , 
and more than indifferent to her religion ? S' 

Say, Grandison, my Tutor, my Friend, my Brother, 

bb 
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can you be indifferent on these weighty matters?—O no, 
you cannot. My brother, the Bishop, has told me (But be 
not angry with my brother for telling me) that you did 
declare to my elder brother and him, that you would not, 
in a beginning address, have granted to a.princess the terms 
you were willing to grant me ; and that you offered them 
to me as a compromise!—Compassion and Love were 
equally perhaps your inducements. Poor Clementina 1— 
Yet, were there not a greater obstacle in the way, I would 
have accepted of your compassion; because you are great 
and good; and there can be no insult, but true god-like 
pity, in your compassion—Well, Sir, and do not my fa¬ 
ther, my mother, the beSt and most indulgent of fathers 
and mothers; and do not my uncle, and brothers, and my 
other kindred; comply with their Clementina, upon the 
same affectionate, the same pitying motive; otherwise 
religion, country, the one so different, the other so re¬ 
mote, would they have consented?—They would not. 
Will you not then, my dear Chevalier, think that I do but 
righT ^n dw mg~y g^~ motive, knowing, theirs , knowing 
that to rely upon my ownitreagth is presumption, and a 
"'tempting of the Almight y) to aft as I aCt, to resolve as" I 
have resolved— O do you, my tutor,Tie again my tutor— 
You'riever‘taught me a lesson that either of us might be 
ashamed to own—Do you, as I have begged of you in my 
paper, Strengthen my mind. I own to you, that I have 
Struggled much with myself: And now I am got—above 
myself, or beneath myself, I know not whether—For my 
Letter is not such as I designed it. Tou are too much the 
subjedt: I designed only a few lines; and those to express 
the grateful sense I have of your goodness to me, and our 
Jeronymo; indeed to every-body; and to beg of you, for 
the sake of my peace of mind, to point out some way, by 
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which I, and all of us, may demonstrate our attachment 
to our superior duties, and our gratitude to you— 

What a quantity have I written! 

Excuse my wandering head; and believe me to be, as 
much the well-wisher of your glory, as of my own. 

CLEMENTINA della PORRETTA. 


LETTER L111. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Lady Clementina. 

Rome , Aug. 11. N.S. 

‘ ‘ T^T O T H IN G, ” says the moSt generous and pious of 
TAI her Sex, “but the due consideration of the brevity 
as well as vanity of this life, and of the duration of the/ 
next, could have influenced me to aCt againSt my heart djA 
—Condescending goodness! What acknowlegements do 
you make in my favour!—Bu t, favour —can I say?—No, 
not in my favour; but, on the contrary, to the extinction of 
all my hopes; for what pleas remain to be urged, when 
you doubt not my affection, my gratitude, my tenderness, 
my good faith, and think that from them will arise your 
danger? 

My “extricating hand,” at your command, “is held 
out;” and it shall not be my fault, if you recover not the 
“smooth and pleasant path, in which you were accustom¬ 
ed to walk with undoubting feet.” 

You bid me “tell you what you shall do to be indiffer¬ 
ent to me”—What pain does the gracious manner of your 
rejeftion give me? Exalted goodness! “Your Brother, 
your Friend, your faithful, your disinterested Friend,” 

bb2 
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will “tell you,” against himself, to the forfeiture of all his 
hopes; “he will tell you, ” that you ought not “to give your 
hand as your heart” (condescending excellence!) “would 
have directed,” if you cannot do it, “and think your Soul 
secure.” 

You “will help me to words,” you say—I repeat them 
after you. “Persevere, Clementina—I will not,” I cannot, 
“account you ungrateful. ” 

, / How much does the dear, the generous Clementina, 
j jbver-rate the services, which Heaven, for my consolation 
ij(so I will flatter myself) in a very heavy disappointment 
jjthat was to follow, made me an humble instrument of 
jjrendering to the worthiest of families! To that Heaven 
If be all the glory! By ascribing so much to the agent, fear 
you not that you depreciate the Fir si; Cause? Give to the 
Supreme His due, and what will be left for me to claim? 
What but a common service, which any one of your fam¬ 
ily would, in the like circumstances, have done for me? 

It is generous, it is noble, in you, madam, to declare 
your regard for the man you refuse: But what a restraint 
muSt I adt under, who value, and muft for ever value, the 
fair refuser; yet think myself bound in honour to acqui¬ 
esce with the refusal; and to prefer your peace of mind to 
my own? To lay open my heart before you, would give 
you pain. I will worgive you pain: Yet let me say, that the 
honour once designed me, had it been conferred, would 
have laid me under unreturnable obligations to as many 
persons as are of your family. It was, at one time, an 
honour too great even for my ambition; and yet that? is 
one of the constitutional faults that I have found it moSt 
difficult to restrain. But I will glory in their intended 
goodness; and that I loSt not their or your favour from 
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any aft of unworthiness—Continue to me, moft excel¬ 
lent Clementina; continue to me, Lords and Ladies of 
your illustrious house; your friendship; and I will en¬ 
deavour to be satisfied. 

Your “Tutor,” as you are pleased to call him; your 
Friend, your “Brother” (too clearly do I see the exclus¬ 
ive force of that laft recognition!) owns, that “he cannot 
be indifferent to those motives, that have so great weight 
with you.” He sees your Stedfaftness, and that your Con¬ 
science is engaged: He submits therefore, whatever the 
submission may coft him, to your reasoning; and repeats 
your words—“Persevere, Clementina.” 

I did tell your elder brother, and I am ready to tell all 
the world, “that I would not, in a beginning address, tho’ 
to a Princess, have signed to the articles I yielded to by 
way of compromise.” Allow me, madam, to repeat his 
question, to which my declaration was an answer—‘ ‘What 
would the daughters have done^ that /^ should havebeen 
consigned to perditlbh (a) ?’’—I had in my thoughts this 
further plea, fhaFour church admits of a possibility of 
salvation out of its own pale.—God forbid but it should! 
—The church of God, we hold, will be collefted from the 
sincerely pious of all communions. Yet, I own, that had 
the intended honour been done me, I should have re- 
jolcedthat none but sons had blessed our nuptials. 

But How do your next words affeft me—“Compassion 
and Love, say you, were equally, perhaps, your induce¬ 
ments—Poor Clementina 1 ” add you. Inimitably great as 
what follows this is, I should have thought myself con¬ 
cerned, as well for my own honour, as for your delicacy, 
to have expatiated on the self-pitying reflexion conveyed 
(a) Vol. HI. p.134. 
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in these words, had we been otherwise circumstanced 
than we are: But to write but one half of what, in happier 
circumSlances, I would have written, muSt, as I have 
hinted, give pain to your noble heart. The excellent 
Clementina, I am sure, would not wish me to say much 
on this subject. If she would, I mutt not; I cannot. 

The beSt of fathers, mothers, brothers, and of spiritual 
directors, in your own way, are yours. They, madam, 
will Strengthen your mind. Their advices, and their in¬ 
dulgent love, will be your support in the resolution you 
have taken. You call upon me again to approve of that 
resolution. I do, I mutt approve of it. “The Lover of your 
soul” concludes with the repitition of the words you pre¬ 
scribe to his pen—If cooler reflexion, if reconsideration 
of those arguments which persuaded me to hope, that 
you would have been in no way unhappy or unsafe, had 
you condescended to be mine—If mature and dispas¬ 
sionate thought cannot alter your present persuasion on 
this head—“Persevere, Clementina,” in the rejection of 
a man as Steady in his own faith as you are in yours. If 
your conscience is concerned—If your peace SF mind is 
engaged—you ought to refuse. “You cannot be thought 
ungrateful”—So, againSt himself, decides your called- 
upon, and generously acknowleged, 

"Tutor, Friend, Brother ,” 

GRANDISON. 
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LETTER LIV. 

Lady Clementina, To Sir Charles Grandison. 

Bologna , Aug. 19. N.S. 

A ND do you, beSt of men, consent to be governed by 
-my wishes? But are you convinced (You do not say 
you are) by my reasonings?—Alas! my reasoning powers 
are weaken ed: My head has received an in curable wound: 
My memory, indeed, seems returned; but its return only 
serves to make me more sensible of my paSt unhappiness; 
and to dread a relapse. 

But what is it I hear? Olivia is come back to Florence; 
and you are at Florence! Fly from Florence, and from 
Olivia—But whither will you go, to avoid a woman who 
could follow you to England?—Whither, but to Eng¬ 
land?—We are all of us apprehensive for the safety of 
your person, if you refuse to be the husband of that vio¬ 
lent woman. Yet cannot I bear the thoughts of her being 
yours. But that , you have told me, she never can be— 
Yet, if you could be happy with her, why should I be an 
enemy to her happiness?—But to your own magnanimity 
I will leave this subjedt. 

Let me advise with my tutor, my friend, my brother, 
on a point that is now much more my concern than 
Olivia, and her hopes—Fain, very fain would I take the 
veil. My heart is in it. My friends, my dearest friends, 
urge against my plea, the dying request, as well as the 
wishes while living, of my grandfathers on both sides. I 
am distressed; I am greatly distressed; for well do I know 
what were the views of the two good men, now with God, 
in wishing me not to assume the veil. But could they fore- 



376 The History of .[Vol. 4. 

see the calamity that was to befal their Clementina? They 
could not. I need not dwell upon the subject, and upon 
the force of their pleas and mine, to a man whose mind is 
capacious enough to take in the whole strength of both at 
once. But you will add an obligation to the many you 
have already conferred upon me, if you can join your 
weight to my pleas; and make it your request that I may 
be obliged in this momentous article. Let me expeft that 
you can, that you will. They all languish for opportunities 
to oblige the man, who has laid them under obligations 
not to be returned. Need I to suggest a plea to you, the 
force of which muft be allowed from you, if you ever with 
fervor loved Clementina? 

If I know my own heart, and I have given it a ftrift ex¬ 
amination, two things granted me would make me as 
happy as I now can be in this life: The one, that m y re- 
que£t to be allowed to sequester mys'elf From" the world, 
and~to~c[edicatq mys elf to God ? be complied with: The 
other, taTae assured of your happiness in marriage with 
ah English, at leaft not an Italian, woman. I am obliged 
to own, tho’ I am sensible that I expose to you my weak¬ 
ness, by the acknowlegement, that the lail is but too 
necessary to the tranquillity of my mind, in the situation 
in which the grant of my fir& wish will place me. Let me 
know, Chevalier, when I have set my hand to the plough, 
that there is no looking back; and that the only man I ever 
thought of with tenderness is another’s, and, were I not 
professed, never could be mine. Answer, as I wish; and I 
shall be able to follow you, Sir, with my prayers, to the 
country that has the honour of producing such an orna¬ 
ment to human nature. 

' It mu£t not be known, you will readily suppose, that I 
have sought to intereft you in my plea. For this reason I 
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have not shewn this Letter to any-body. Father Mare- 
scotti, I have hopes, as a Religious, will declare himself in 
my favour, if you do. My brother, the Bishop, surely will 
strengthen your hand and his, tho’ he appears as the Bro¬ 
ther, not as the Prelate, in support of the family reasons. 

I am not ashamed to say, I long to see you, Sir. I can 
the more readily allow myself to tell you so, as I can de¬ 
clare that I am unalterably determined in my adherence 
to my written resolution, never to truSl to my ow n Strength 
in an article in which my everlaSting welfare is concerned. 
O Sir, what Struggles, what conflicts, did this resolution 
coSt me, before I could make it!—But once made, and 
upon such deliberation, and after I had begged of God his 
direction, which I imagine he has graciously given me, I 
have never wished to alter it. Forgive me, Sir. You will: 
You are a good man—My God only have I preferred to 
you. 

CLEMENTINA della PORRETTA. 


LETTER LV. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Lady Clementina. 

Florence , Aug. 23. N.S. 

M Y dear correspondent asks, If I am convinced by 
her reasonings—I repeat, That I resign to your 
will every hope, every wish, respecting myself. In a case 
where Conscience can be pleaded, no other reasonings 
are necessary. 

But what can I say, moft excellent of women, to the re¬ 
quest you make, that I will support you in your solicitude 
to take the veil? I hope you only propose this to me, by 
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way of asking my advice—“Let me, say you, advise with 
fciy tutor, my friend, my brother”—I have given the 
laigheft instance that man could give of my disintere&ed- 
fftess; and I will now, as you require, suppose myself a 
if Catholic in the humble advice I shall offer to my sisterly 
f- friend; and this will the rather appear, as I should, as a 
| Protestant, argue againSt any one's binding him or her¬ 
self, by vows of perpetual celibacy. 

“Need I, asks my dear correspondent, suggest a plea 
for you to make, the force of which muSt be allowed, if 
ever you fervently loved Clementina?” At what plea does 
the excellent Clementina hint? Is it not at an Herodian 
one(<«)? Why, if ever she honoured her Grandison with her 
eSteem, does she not enforce the same plea with regard to 
him? Can she, avowing that eSteem, be so generous as to 
wish him to enter into the married State, and even to in¬ 
sist upon it, as a Step that would contribute to her future 
peace of mind, yet hope to prevail upon him to make it 
his requeSt, that she may be secluded from a possibility 
of ever enjoying the same liberty? Were I married , and 
capable of wishing to fetter and restrain thus my wife , in 
case of her surviving me, I should think she ought to 
despise me for the narrowness of my heart. What then is 
the plea that a young Lady, in the bloom of beauty, would 
put me upon making?—And to whom?—To her own 
relations, who all languish , as she expresses herself, for 
opportunities to oblige him ; and who are extremely earneSt 
to dissuade her from entering upon the measure she wishes 
him to promote? Can he, madam, to use your own words 

(a) Herod dire&ed, that his Mariamne should be put to death, that she might 
not be the wife of any other man, if he returned not alive from the court of 
Augustus Caesar, before whom he was cited to answer for his conduct, which 
haa been obnoxious to that Prince, in the contest between him and Antony for 
the empire of the world. 
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in the solemn paper you gave me, think of taking such 
advantage of theirgenerosity to him? 

But can Clementina della Porretta, who is bleSt with 
the tendered and moSt indulgent of parents, and who has 
always gloried in her duty to them; whose brothers love 
her with a disinterestedness that hardly any brothers be¬ 
fore them have been able to shew; can she, in opposition 
to the will of her grandfathers, wish to enter into a mea¬ 
sure, that muSt frustrate all their hopes from her for ever? 
—Dear Lady! consider. 

You, my beloved correspondent, who hold marriage 
as a Sacrament, surely cannot doubt but you may serve 
GoctTh it with’ much greater efficacy, than were you to se- 
queSter" yourself from a world that wants such an ex¬ 
ample as you are able to give it. But, madam, your par¬ 
ent's prbpose not marriage to you: They, only, at present, 
beseech, not command you (they know the generosity of 
your heart) not to take a Step that muSl entirely frustrate 
all their hopes, and put an option out of your own power, 
should you change your mind. Let me advise you, ma¬ 
dam, disclaiming all interested views, and from motives 
of a Love merely fraternal (for such is your expectation 
from the man you honour with your correspondence) to 
set the hearts of relations, so juStly dear to you, at ease; 
and to leave to Providence the issue. They never, madam, 
will compel you. And give me leave to say, that piety re¬ 
quires this of you. Does not the Almighty, everywhere in 
his word, sandtify reasonable commands of parents? 
Doesffienbt Tn ter est himself^iFTmaysbexpress myse lf, 
iiTthti perfurfnahce'brtEelilial 'dutyT May it no t be juStly 
said) that to obey your parents,~Is to serve God?) Would 
tK 8 "gefierous 7 ffie'n 75 bte-iii!n^^^ementma della Por¬ 
retta, narrow, as I may say, her piety, by limiting it (I 
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speak now as if I were a Catholic, and as if I thought there 
were some merit in secluding one’s self from the world) 
when she could, at leaft, equally serve God, and benefit 
her own soul, by obeying her parents, by fulfilling the will 
of her deceased grandfathers, and by obliging all her 
other near and dear relations? Lady Clementina cannot 
resolve all the world into herself. Shall I say, there is often 
icowardice, there is selfishness, and perhaps, in the world’s 
eye,"a too Strong confession of disappointment, in such 

seclusions? ‘ .. 

• There are about you persons who can give this argu¬ 
ment its full force—I cannot do it. O my Clementina, my 
siSter, my friend, I cannot be so great, so undiveSted, in 
this instance, as you can be!—But I can be juSt r I pre¬ 
sume to say, I cannot be ungenerous. I tell you not what 
I hope to be enabled by your noble example, in time, to 
do, because of the present tenderness of your health. But 
you muSt not, madam, expeft from me a conduft, that you 
think it would becom eyou to disavow. Delicate as the fe¬ 
male mind is, and as is moSt particularly my dear corre¬ 
spondent’s, that of the man, on such an occasion as this, 
should shew at least an equal delicacy: For has he not her 
honour, as a woman, to protecl, as well as his own, as a 
man, to regard? 

. . Distress me not, my dear Clementina;tf</</not, I should 
jrither say, to my digress, by the declaration of yours. I 
repeat, that your parents will not compel you. Put it not 
qut of your power to be prevailed upon to do an aft of 
jnty. G od requires not that you should be dead to your 
friends, in order to live to Him. Their hope is laudable. 
Will Lady Clementina della Porretta put it out even of 
the Almighty 's power, to bless their hope? Will she think 
(herself unhappy, if sfie cannot punish them, in ftearf of 
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rewa rding th e m, for all thei r tende r and indulgent good¬ 
ness to nerj 1 —It cannot be. God Almighty perfect his 
own work, so happily begun, in the full restoration of 
your health! This blessing, I have no doubt, will attend 
your filial obedience. But can you, my dear correspon¬ 
dent, expert it, if you make yourself uneasy, and keep 
your mind in suspense, as to your duty, and indulge your¬ 
self in supposing, that the will of God, and the will of 
your parents, are opposite, when theirs is solely designed 
for your good, spiritual and temporal? A great deal now 
depends upon yourself. O madam, will you not in a smal¬ 
ler inStance, were your heart ever so much engaged to the 
cloistered life, pradtise that self-denial, which in the high¬ 
er you enforce upon me? All your temporal duties againSt 
you; and your spiritual not favouring, much less impel¬ 
ling, you? 

But once more, I quit a subjedt, that may, and, no 
doubt, will, be enforced in a much Stronger manner, than 
I can enforce it. I will soon, very soon, pay my duty to 
you, and all yours. You own your wishes to see me, be¬ 
cause you are fortified by your invincible adherence to 
your resolution. I will acknowlege anguish of heart. I 
cannot, as I told you above, be so great as you: But if you 
will permit your SiSterly Love to have its full operation, 
and if you wish me peace of mind, and a cordial resigna¬ 
tion to your will, let me see you, madam, on the next visit 
I shall have the honour to make you, chearful, serene, 
Slid determined to resign your will to the reasonable will 
~gf j 5 af ehts, Who, I am confident,T again repeat it, will, 
'"never compel you'to marry—Have they"riot already given 
ymrarvery Strong Instance, that they will not?—In a 
word, let me hear you declare, that you will resign your¬ 
self to their will, in this article of the veil; and I shall then, 
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with the more chearfulness, endeavour to resign to yours, 
so strongly and repeatedly declared, in the Letter before 
me, to, dear Lady, 

Tour fraternal Friend, and ever-obliged Servant, 

GRANDISON. 

Lady Olivia, madam, arrived this day at her own palace. 
It is impossible that any-thing but civility can pass be¬ 
tween her and your greatly-favoured correspondent. 


LETTER LVI. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Dr. Bartlett. 

Bologna, Thursday, Aug. 17-28. 

I S H A L L hereafter have a pretty large supplement to 
give you to my literary journal; having found it neces¬ 
sary, as much as possible, in the pa£t month, to amuse 
myself with subjects without myself. And I shall send 
you now the copies of three Letters of mine, written in 
Italian to Lady Clementina; and two of hers, in answer to 
the firft and second of them (a). 

I arrived here yesterday. But before I proceed to ac¬ 
quaint you with my reception, I should mention, that 
Lady Olivia arrived at her own palace at Florence, on 
Friday la£t. I was then in that city, but newly return’ed 
from Naples and Rome. She sent one of her gentlemen 
to me the night of her arrival, to acquaint me with it, and 
to desire me to attend her next morning. I went. 

(a) See the five preceding Letters. 
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Her fir£l reception of me was polite and agreeable. But 
the moment her aunt Maffei withdrew, and we were 
alone, her eyes darting a fiercer ray, Wretch, said she, 
what disturbance, what anxieties, haSt thou given me!— 
But it is well, that thy ingratitude to the creature who has 
risqued so much for thee, has been rewarded, as it ought 
to be, by a repulse from a Still prouder heart, if possible, 
than thy own! 

You, Lady Olivia, answered I, have reason to impute 
pride to me. You have given me many opportunities to 
shew you, that I, a man, can keep my temper; when you, 
a woman, have not been able to keep yours; yet, in me, 
never met with an aggressor. 

Not an aggressor, Sir!—To say nothing of the con¬ 
tempts you caSt upon me here in my own Italy, what was 
your treatment of me in your England—Paltry island! 
I despise it!—To resolve to leave me there! To refuse to 
compliment me with a day, an hour! [O my detected 
weakness! What a figure did I make among your friends!} 
And declaredly to attend the motions of the haughtieSl 
woman in Europe!—Thank God, for your own sake; 
yes, Sir, I have the charity to say, for your own sake; that 
you are disappointed! 

I pity you, Lady Olivia: From my soul I pity you! And 
should abhor myself, were I capable of mingling insult 
with my pity. But I leave you. 

Forgive me, Chevalier, catching my arm as I was go¬ 
ing. I am more displeased with myself than with you. A 
creature, that has rendered herself so cheap to you (but, 
Sir, it is only to you) cannot but be uneasy to herself; and 
when she is, she muft misbehave to every-body else. Say 
you forgive me— 

She held ou£*her hand to me. But immediately, on 
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Lady Maffei’s coming in, followed by servants, with¬ 
drew it. 

Her behaviour afterwards was that of the true pas¬ 
sionate woman; now ready to rave, now in tears. I can¬ 
not, Dr. Bartlett, descend to particulars. A man, who loves 
the Sex; who has more compassion than vanity in his 
nature; who can value even generally faulty persons for 
the qualities that are laudable in them; muft be desirous 
to draw a veil over the weaknesses of such. I left her dis¬ 
tressed. There may be cases in which sincerity cannot be 
separated from unpoliteness. I was obliged to be unpolite, 
or I could not have been sincere ; and muft have given 
such answers, as would, perhaps, in some measure, have 
intitled the Lady to think herself amused. Poor woman 1 
She threatened to have me overtaken by her vengeance. 
But now, on the disappointment I had met with at Bo¬ 
logna, it became absolutely necessary for me to encour¬ 
age, or to discourage, this unhappy Lady—I could not 
have been juft to her, had I not been just to myself. 

A very extraordinary attempt was made, next day, on 
my person; I am apt to believe, from this quarter. It suc¬ 
ceeded not: And as I was on the Tuesday to set out for 
Bologna, I let it pass off without complaint or enquiry. 

I paid the Count of Belvedere a visit, as I had pro¬ 
mised. The General at Naples, and the Count at Parma, 
received me with the highest civilities; and both from the 
same motive. The Count w/ 7 /hope. 

The General accompanied me, with his Lady, part of 
my way to Florence. The motive of his journey is to rfe- 
joice personally with his friends at Urbino and Bologna, 
on the resolution his sifter has taken; and to congratulate 
her upon it; as he has already done by Letter; the copy of 
which he shewed me. There were high compliments made 



Let. 56.] Sir Charles Grandison 385 

me in it. We may speak handsomely of the man whom we 
neither envy nor fear. He would have loaded me with 
presents; But I declined accepting any; in such a man¬ 
ner, however, as he could not be dissatisfied with me for 
my refusal. 

I paid also my respefts at Urbino to the Altieri family, 
and the Conte della Porretta, in my way to Rome and 
Naples, and met with a very polite reception from both. 
For the reft of the time of my absence from Bologna, my 
literary journal will account. 

On Wednesday afternoon I went to the palace of Por¬ 
retta. I hastened up to my Jeronymo, with whom, as also 
with Mr. Lowther, I had held a correspondence, in my 
absence, and received favourable intelligences from them. 

Jeronymo rejoiced to see me. I was inexpressibly de¬ 
lighted to find him so much recovered. His appetite, he 
told me, was restored. His reft was balmy and refresh¬ 
ing. He sat up several hours in the day; and his sifter and 
he gave joy to each other, and to all their friends. But he 
hinted to me his wishes ftill, to call me Brother; and 
begged of God, in a very earneft manner, snatching my 
hand, and wetting it with his tears, that it ftill might be 
so. 

The Marquis, the Marchioness, the Bishop, and Fa¬ 
ther Marescotti, joined to thank and applaud me for my 
part of the correspondence with their beloved daughter; 
for, on my declining to support her in her wishes to be 
allowed to take the veil, she had shewed them the copy 
of her second Letter, as well as my reply to it. The bless¬ 
ings which they poured out upon me, were mingled with 
their tears; and Father Marescotti and the Bishop de¬ 
clared, that they would, in every prayer they put up to 
Heaven for themselves and the family, remember me, 
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and beg of God to supply to me, by another, and even, 
they said, a better Clementina, the disappointment I had 
so unexpectedly met with from theirs. The General and 
his Lady, and the Count, arrived the day before: But they 
were not present. 

While they were all complimenting and applauding 
the almost silent man (for in so critical a situation what 
could I say?) Camilla came in, and, whispering the Mar¬ 
chioness, Clementina, said the Marchioness, is impa¬ 
tient to see her friend. Chevalier, I will introduce you. I 
followed her. 

The young Lady, the moment she beheld me, flew to 
me with open arms, as to her brother, her fourth brother 
as she called me; and thanked me, she said, a thousand, 
thousand times, for my Letters to her. My mamma, said 
she, has seen them all. But, ah, Sir, your third!—I did not 
think you would have refused me your interest with my 
friends. I cannot, cannot give up that point. It was always 
my wish, madam, (turning to her mother) to be God’s 
child; that will not make me less yours and my papa’s. O 
Chevalier, you have not quieted, you have not convinced 
my heart 1 

I promise myself, that I could have left you without a 
plea, my dear correspondent, returned I, had my heart 
been at ease, and the argument less affefting to myself. 
And surely, if Lady Clementina had been convinced, she 
would have afted up to her conviftion. 

O, Sir, you are a dangerous man. I see, if a certain 
event had taken place, I should have been a loft creatpre 
—Are not you, Sir, convinced, that in my notions of a 
loft creature, I should? If you are, I hopej you will aft up 
to your conviftion. 
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Was this necessary to be said to me? I think, on recol¬ 
lection, she half-smiled when she said it. 

My dear Dr. Bartlett, you see Clementina could be 
pleasant on an occasion so solemn!—But perhaps she 
saw me only ajfeftedly chearful. Little, as she at present 
imagines it, I think it not impossible that she may in time 
be brought to yield to the sense of her duty, laid down by 
such powerful advocates as she has in her own family. 
Whatever happens, may it be happy to her and this fam¬ 
ily, and then I cannot be wholly joyless. What is there 
in this life, worth—But let me not be too abftra&ed. This } 
world, if we can enjoy it wi th in noce nt chearfulness r ah(J, f 
be servi ce^le"T?r^'uFTeliTo^c£e.atures, is.j1aL.ta.be.-de7] 
spised, even by a Philosopher. 

1 hope, madam, said I, to her, that at lea£t you suspend 
your wishes after the sequeftred life. She allowed the 
force of one or two of my arguments; but I could per¬ 
ceive, that she gave not up her hope of being complied 
with in her wishes to assume the veil. 1 

The General, and his Lady, and the Count, being 
come in, hastened up to pay their compliments to me. 
How profuse were the two gentlemen in theirs! 

At the Marchioness’s motion, we went to Jeronymo, 
and found the Marquis, the Bishop, and Father Mares- 
cotti, coming to us. And then, every one joining in their 
acknowlegements of obligation to me, and wishing it in 
their power to make me as happy as they declared I had 
made them, I said, It was in their power, I hoped, to do 
me an unspeakable pleasure. 

They called upon me, as with one voice: It is, answered 
I, that my dear friend Jeronymo may be prevailed upon 
to accompany me to England. Mr. Lowther would think 

CC2 




388 The History of [Vol. 4. 

himself very happy in his attendance on him there, rather 
than to Stay here; and yet, if my request should not be 
granted, he is determined not to leave him till he is sup¬ 
posed to be out of danger. 

They looked upon one another with eyes of pleasure 
and surprize. Jeronymo wept. I cannot, cannot bear, said 
he, such a weight of obligation. Grandison, we can do no¬ 
thing for you: And you have brought me your Lowther to 
heal me, that you might have the killing of me yourself. 

Clementina’s eyes were filled with tears. She went from 
us with some little precipitation. 

O Chevalier, said the Marchioness, my Clementina’s 
heart is too susceptible for its own ease, to impressions of 
gratitude. You will quite kill the poor child—or make 
her repent her resolution. 

What is there but favour to me, replied I, if my request 
can be complied with? I hope my dear Jeronymo will not 
be unattended by others of his friends: I have had the 
promises of the two young Lords. Our baths are restora¬ 
tive. I will attend you to them, my dear Jeronymo. The 
difference of air, of climate, may, probably, be tried with 
advantage. Let me have the honour of entertainingyou in 
England, looking all round me; and that I will consider 
as a full return of the obligations you think so highly of, 
and are so solicitous to discharge. 

They looked upon one another, in silence. 

Would to God, proceeded I, that you, my Lord, and 
you, madam (directing myself to the father and mother) 
would honour me, as my gueSts, for one season—Ypu 
once had thoughts of it, had a certain happy event taken 
place—I dare promise you both, after the fatigues you 
have undergone, a renewal of health, from our salutary 
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springs. I should be but too happy, if, in such company, 
a Sifter might be allowed to visit a Brother!—But if this 
be thought too great a favour, that Sifter, in your ab¬ 
sence, cannot but give and receive pleasure, sometimes in 
visiting Mrs. Beaumont at Florence; sometimes her Bro¬ 
ther and his Lady at Naples. And I will engage my two 
Sifters and their Lords to accompany me in my attend¬ 
ance on you back to Bologna. My Sifters will be delight¬ 
ed with the opportunity of visiting Italy, and of paying 
their respefts to a young Lady whose character they re¬ 
vere, and to whom once their brother had hoped to give 
them the honour of a relation. 

They ftill continuing silent, but none of them seeming 
displeased; You will, by such a favour, my dear Lords, 
and you, madam, to the Marchioness, do me credit with 
myself , as I may say. I shall return to my native country, 
if I go alone, after the hopes you had all given me, like a 
disappointed and rejected man. My pride, as well as my 
pleasure, is concerned on this occasion. My house in the 
country, my house in London, shall be yours. I will be 
either inmate or visiter, at your pleasure. No man loves 
his country better than I do: But you will induce me to 
love it ftill better, if, by your compliance with my earn eft 
requeft, you shall be able to obtain either health or plea¬ 
sure from a twelvemonth’s residence in it. Oblige me, my 
dear Lords; oblige me, madam; were it but to give your¬ 
selves a new relish to your own country and palace on, 
your return. Our summers have not vourjer vid sum O ur 
commerce gives us, in the higheft p erf ection, all your 
juftly-bdafted autumnal fruits: Nor are our winters so 
colt r~ as yours .--Oblige me, for the approaching winter 
only; and ftay longer; as you shall find inclination. 
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Dearest Grandison, said Jeronymo, I will accept of 
your invitation the moment I am told that I may under¬ 
take thejourney— 

The journey, my Lord, interrupted II—Your cabin 
shall be made near as convenient to you, as your chamber. 
You shall be set ashore within half a league of my house 
in London. God give us a pleasant voyage! and in a few 
days time, you will not know, except by amended health 
and spirits, that you are not in this your own chamber. 

Surely, said the General, my Sifter was right in her ap¬ 
prehensions, that she should not be able to continue a 
Catholic, had she been this man’s. I wishyoa, my Lord, 
said he, you, madam, and Jeronymo, would go. You have 
had a long course of fatigues and troubles. You love the 
Chevalier. Winter him, however. I have heard much 

of the efficacy of the English Baths. Clementina muft not 
go. My wife and I will make her as happy as possible in 
your absence: And take Grandison at his word. Bring 
him, and his sifters, back with you. Their Lords, I under- 
ftand, have been among us. They will not be sorry to visit 
Italy a second time, as, no doubt, they are men of tafte— 
But when, Chevalier, do you think of going? 

The sooner the better, were it but to take advantage 
of the fine season: It will be but what mariners call a trip 
to England. You will make me very happy. You can have 
no other way of discharging the obligations you are so 
solicitous about. I will return with you: The health of 
Lady Clementina, I flatter myself, will be quite confirmed 
by that time. Signor Jeronymo, I hope, will be reftored 
likewise: What joy shall we be enabled to give one an¬ 
other! 

They took only till the morning to consult, and give 
me an answer. 
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LETTER LVII. 

&VCharles Grandison. In Continuation. 

M R. LOWTH E R and his colleagues, having been 
consulted, gave it as their opinion, that Jeronymo 
might be removed by litter to the neareSt sea-port, and 
there embark for England; but that it is moft eligible to 
Stay till next spring, by which time they hope the two old 
wounds may be safely cicatrized, and the new one only 
keptopen. 

But they all engaged, that then not only Jeronymo, 
and the two young Lords, but some others of the family, 
will be my guests in England; and, in the mean time, that 
the Bishop and Father Marescotti will in turn correspond 
with me, and acquaint me with all that passes here. 

Clementina drank chocolate with us. She had been 
made acquainted with their determination, and approved 
of the promises of a visit to be made me next year, by 
some of the principals of the family. What a hard circum¬ 
stance is it, whispered she, as she sat next me, that the 
person who would be moil willing to go, and, I flatter my¬ 
self, would not be the leafl welcome, muSt not be of the 
company! I should have been glad to have made one visit 
to the country where the Chevalier Grandison was born. 

And what a perverseness, thought I, is there in cuStom, 
that would not permit this kind explicitness in Lady 
Clementina, were she not determined to consider the bro¬ 
ther , in the man before her, rather than a Still nearer rela¬ 
tion! By how many ways, my dear Dr. Bartlett, may 
delicate minds express a denial!—Negatives need not to 
be frowningly given nor affirmatives blushingly pro¬ 
nounced. 
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Jeronymo and I being left alone, he challenged me on 
the visible concern which he, and every one, as he said, 
saw in my countenance, on the turn his sifter had taken: 
Had it not been in my heart, he was sure it would not 
have been there. 

Can you wonder at it, my dear friend? said I: When I 
came over, greatly as I thought of your sifter, I did not 
think she had been so great, as she has shewn herself. I 
admired her ever; but I now more than admire her. Taught 
to hope, as I was, and so unexpectedly disappointed, as I 
have been, I muft have been more than man, were I not 
very much affedted. 

No doubt but you muft; and I am cordially concerned 
for your concern. But, my dear Grandison, it is God alone 
that she prefers to you. She suffers more than you can do. 
She has no other way, she assures me, to comfort herself, 
but by indulging her hopes, that she shall not live long— 
Dear creature! She flatters herself, that her reason is re- 
ftored, in answer to her fervent supplications, which, she 
says, she put up to Heaven, in all her lucid intervals, that 
for the sake of her parents and brothers, it might be re- 
ftored, and that then she might be taken to the arms of 
mercy. But if your heart be deeply affefted, my Grandi¬ 
son— 

It is, Jeronymo. I am not an insensible man. But 
should now our dear Clementina be prevailed upon to de¬ 
scend from the height to which she has soared, however 
my wishes might be gratified by the condescension; yet, 
while she believed her conscience would be wounded by 
it, I could not but think it would be some diminution to 
her glory. And how, as she has hinted in one of her letters 
to me, would it be possible, were I to see my beloved wife 
unhappy with her scruples, to forbear endeavouring to 
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quiet her mind by removing them? And could this be ef¬ 
fected, without giving her an opinion of the religion I pro¬ 
fess, in opposition to hers? And would not that subjeCl 
me to a breach of articles? O my dear Jeronymo! Matters 
muSl Stand juft as they do, except she could think more 
favourably of my religion, and less favourably of her own. 

He began to talk of their obligations to me. I declared, 
that they could no other way give me pain. Do not, said I, 
let this subjeft ever be again mentioned by you, or any 
of the family. Every one, my dear Jeronymo, is not called 
upon by the occasion, as I have had the happiness to be. 
Would my friend envy me this happiness? 

I wish, Dr. Bartlett, with all my heart, that I could 
think of any-thing that I could accept of, to make such 
grateful spirits easy. It pains me, to be placed by them in 
such a superior light, as muft give them pain. What, my 
dear Dr. Bartlett, can I do, consistent with my notions of 
friendship, to make their hearts easy? 

He was afraid, he said, that I should now soon think of 
leaving them. 

I told him, that having no doubt of Lady Clementina’s 
perseverance in her resolution, and of her leave to return 
to my native country, I should be glad, for my own sake, 
as well as the Lady’s, to be allowed to depart in a few 
days. Mr. Lowther, as it would make Jeronymo, as he 
had declared, more easy, would Slay behind me. But dis¬ 
miss him, my friend, said I, as soon as you can. He had 
obtained abroad a happy competency, and was returned 
to England, when I firSl knew him, with intent to enjoy 
it. He is as rich as he wants to be; and can gratify only the 
natural benevolence of his heart, by attending my dear 
friend. I hope to get him to accept of apartments with me, 
in my London house; and to fix his retirement, if not with 
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me in my paternal seat, in its neighbourhood at leaSt. He 
has merit that is not confined to his profession: But for 
what he has done for my Jeronymo, he will always hold a 
prime place in my heart. 

It is true, Dr. Bartlett; and I please myself, that he will 
be found as worthy of your friendly love, and my Beau¬ 
champ’s, as of mine. If I can at laSt be indulged in my 
long, long hoped-for wish, of settling in my native coun¬ 
try, with some tolerable tranquillity of mind, I shall en¬ 
deavour to draw around me such a colleftion of worthies, 
as shall make my neighbourhood one of the happiest 
spots in Britain. 

The Marchioness came up to us. Clementina, said she, 
is apprehensive that you will soon leave us. Her father 
and brothers are walking with her in the garden: They 
will, I dare say, be glad of your company. 

I left Jeronymo and his mother together; and joined 
the Marquis, the General, the Bishop, and Clementina. 
The General’s Lady and Father Marescotti were in an¬ 
other alley, in earned conversation. 

The Marquis made me a high compliment; and, after 
a few turns, the Prelate led off his father and brother, and 
left Clementina and me alone together. 

Were you not cruel, Chevalier, said she, in your laSt 
Letter to me, not only to deny me your weight in the re¬ 
quest my heart was, and is Still, set upon; but to strengthen 
their arguments againSt me? Great use have some of my 
friends made of what you wrote. O Sir, you have won the 
heart of Giacomo; but you have contributed to oppress 
that of his SiSter. Indeed, indeed, I cannot be easy, if I 
am denied the veil. 

Dear Lady Clementina, remember, that the full estab¬ 
lishment of your health depends, under God, upon the 
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quiet of your own mind. Give not way, I beseech you, to 
uneasy apprehensions. What daughter may rely upon 
the indulgence of a father and mother, what sifter upon 
the affe&ion of brothers, if you may not upon yours? You 
have seen how much their happiness depends upon your 
health. Would you doubt the efficacy of that piety, while 
you are in the world, of which you have already (Shall I 
say to my coft?) given an inftance so glorious to yourself, 
that the sufferer by it cannot help applaudingyou for it? 

O Chevalier! say not at your cott, if yoti wish me to be 
easy. 

With the utmoft difficulty have I reftrained, and do I 
reftrain, myself on these occasions. I muft, however, add, 
on this, a few words: You have obliged me, madam, to 
give one of the greateft inftances of self denial, that ever 
was given by man: Let me beseech you, deareft Lady 
Clementina, for your own sake, for the sake of your duty, 
as well to the departed as to the living (and, may I add, 
for my sake?) that you would decline this now favourite 
wish of your heart. 

She paused; and at laft said, Well, Sir, I see I muft not 
expeft any favour from you, on this subjeft. Let us turn 
into that shaded alley. And now, Sir, as to the other part 
of my requeft to you, in my laft Letter—It was not a re- 
queft made on undeliberate motives. 

What is that,madam? 

How shall I say it?—Yet I will—If, Chevalier, you 
would banish from my heart—Again she ftopt. I thought 
not, at that moment, of what she meant. 

If you would make me easy— 

Madam— 

You muft marry!—Then, Sir, shall I not doubt of my 
adhering to my resolution. But say not a word till I have 
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told you, that the Lady muft be an English woman. She 
muft not be an Italian. Olivia would not scruple to change 
her religion for you. But Olivia muft not be yours. You 
could not be happy, I persuade myself, with Olivia. Do 
you think you could ? 

I bowed, in confirmation of her opinion. 

I thought you could not. Let not Clementina be dis¬ 
graced in your choice of a wife. I have a proud heart. Let 
it not be said, that the man, of whom Clementina della 
Porretta thought with diftinftion, undervalued himself 
in marriage. 

This, Dr. Bartlett, was a request of the same generous 
import, that she mentioned in her resveries before I left 
Italy. How consistently delicate! She had tears in her 
eyes, as she spoke. I was too much affefted with her 
generosity,to interrupt her. 

If you marry, Sir, I shall, perhaps, be allowed to be 
one in the party, that will make you a visit in England: 
My Sifter-in-law has, within this hour, wished to be one. 
She will endeavour to prevail upon her Lord (He can 
deny her nothing) to accompany her. You will be able to 
induce Mrs. Beaumont once more to visit her native 
country. You and your Lady, and perhaps your Sifters 
and their Lords, will return with us. Thus shall we be as 
one family. If I am not to be obliged in another wish, I 
muft in this: And this muU be in your power. And will 
you not make me easy? 

Admirable Clementina! Who can be so great as you? 
Such tenderness as I read in your eyes, such magnani¬ 
mity, never before met in woman! You can do every¬ 
thing that is noble—But that very greatness of soul 
attaches me to you; and makes it, at leaft while I am an 
admiring witness of your excellence— 
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Hush, Chevalier! Not a word more on this subject. It 
affefts me more than I wish it did. I am afraid I am 
chargeable with affectation—But you mu£t, however, 
marry. I shall not be easy, while you are unmarried— 
When I know it is not possible to be—But no more of 
this subject now—How long is it, that we are to have you 
among us? 

If I have no hopes, madam— 

Dear Chevalier, speak not in this Strain—She turned 
her face from me. 

The sooner, the better—But your pleasure, madam— 

I thank you, Sir—But did I not tell you, that I have 
pride, Chevalier?—Ah, Sir, you have long ago found it 
out! Pride will do greater things for women, than Reason 
can—Let us walk to that seat, and I will tell you more of 
my pride. 

She sat down; and making me sit by her—I will talk 
to these myrtles, fancifully said she, turning her head 
from me. “Shall the Chevalier Grandison be acquainted 
with the weakness of thy heart, Clementina?—Shall he, 
in compassion to thy weakness, leave his native country, 
and come over to thee? — Shall the success that has 
attended his generous effort, shew his power to the con¬ 
firmation of thy weakness?—Shalt thou, enabled by the 
divine goodness to take a resolution becoming thy charac¬ 
ter, be doubtful whether thou canft adhere to it; and give 
him room to think thee doubtful?—Shall he, in conse¬ 
quence of this doubtfulness, make officious absences, to 
try thy strength of mind?—And shalt thou fail in the trial 
his compassionate generosity puts thee to?”—No, Cle¬ 
mentina 1 

Then turning to me, with a downcaff eye—I thank 
you, Sir, for all the instances of generous compassion you 
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have shewn me. My unhappy disorder had intitled me, in 
some measure, to it. It was the hand of God. Perhaps a 
punishment for my pride; and I submit to it. Nor am I 
ashamed to acknowlege the kindness of your compassion 
to me. I will retain a grateful sense of it, to the la£t hour 
of my life. I wish to be remembred by you with tender¬ 
ness to the la£t hour of yours. I may not live long: I will 
therefore yield to your request, so earnestly made, and to 
the wishes of my dearest friends, in suspending, at leaft, 
my own. I will hope to see you (in the happy Slate I have 
hinted at) in England, and afterwards in Italy. I will sup¬ 
pose you of my family. I will suppose myself of yours. On 
these suppositions, in these hopes, I can part with you; 
as, if I live, it will be a temporary parting only; an ab¬ 
sence of a few months. And have I not behaved well for 
the whole laSt month, and several days over; tho’ I reck¬ 
oned to myself the time as it passed, more than once every 
day, as so much elapsed, and nearer to the time of your 
return?—I own it (blushing)—And now, Sir, I return to 
you the option you offered me. Be the day, the solemn 
day, at your nomination—Your Sifler Clementina will 
surrender you up to her Siffers and yours —O Sir 1 lifting 
up her eyes to me, and beholding an emotion in me which 
I tried to conceal, but could not, how good, how compas¬ 
sionate, how affectionate, you are 1 —But name to me now 
your day! This seat, when you are far, far distant from 
me, shall be a seat consecrated to the remembrance of 
your tenderness. I will visit it every day; nor shall the 
summer’s sun, nor the winter’s froff, keep me from it. , 
It will be beft, taking her hand, admirable Lady 1 it will 
be be£t for us both, for me I am sure it will, that the so¬ 
lemn day be early. Next Monday morning let me set out 
—Sunday evening —The day , on my part, shall be a day 
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passed in imploring health, happiness, and every bless¬ 
ing, on my dearest Clementina, on our Jeronymo, and 
their whole family, and for a happy meeting to us all in 
England— Sunday Evening, if you please, I will— 
I could not speak out the sentence. 

She burft into tears; reclined her face on my shoulder 
—her bosom heaved—and she sobbed out—Oh, Cheva¬ 
lier 1 — Mutt, mutt —But be it— Be it so!—And God Al¬ 
mighty strengthen the minds of both! 

The Marchioness, who was coming towards us, saw at 
distance the emotion of her beloved daughter, and fear¬ 
ing she was fainting, hastened to her, and clasping her 
arms about her—My child, my Clementina, said she— 
Why these Streaming eyes? Look upon me, Love. 

Ah, madam! The day, the day is set!—Next Monday! 
—The Chevalier will leave Bologna! 

God forbid—Chevalier, you will not so soon leave us? 
My dear, we will prevail upon the Chevalier— 

I arose, and walked into a cross alley from them. I was 
greatly affected!—O Dr. Bartlett! These good women! 
—Why have I a heart so susceptible; yet such demands 
upon it for fortitude? 

The General, the Bishop, and Father Marescotti, came 
to me. I briefly recounted to them the substance of the 
conversation that had passed between Lady Clementina 
and me. The Marquis joined his Lady and daughter; and 
Clementina, in her tender way, gave her father and mo¬ 
ther an account of it also. 

The Marquis and his Lady, leaving her to her Cam¬ 
illa, joined us: O Chevalier 1 said the Marquis, how can 
we think of parting with you?—And so soon?—You will 
not so suddenly leave us? 

Not if Lady Clementina commands the contrary. If 



400 The History of [Vol. 4. 

she do not, the sooner, the better it will be for me. I can¬ 
not bear her generous excellence. She is the moft exalted 
of women.—See! the dear Lady before us, leaning on her 
Camilla, as if she wanted support! 

My Sifter and you, Chevalier, said the General, will 
no doubt correspond. We shall none of us deny her that 
liberty. As she has already expressed to you her wishes 
that you would marry; may we not hope, that you will 
try your influence over her, upon the same subjeft, in 
your future Letters? The marriage of either will answer 
the end she proposes to herself, by urging yours. 

Good Heaven! thought I—Do they believe me abso¬ 
lutely divefted of human passions?—I have been at con¬ 
tinual war, as you know, Dr. Bartlett, with the moft 
ungovernable of mine; but without wishing to overcome 
the tender susceptibilities, which, properly direfted, are 
the glory of the human nature. 

This is too much to be asked, said the young Mar¬ 
chioness. How can this be exp eft ed? 

You know not, madam, said the Bishop, seconding his 
brother’s wishes, what the Chevalier Grandison can do, 
to make a whole family happy, though againft himself. 

Lady Clementina, said the equally unfeeling, tho’ good, 
(Father Marescotti, thinks she is under the divine direc¬ 
tion, in the resolution she has taken. This world, and all 
fits glories, are but of second consideration with her. 
Were it to coft her her life, I am confident, she would not 
alter it. As therefore the Chevalier can have no hopes— 

I cannot ask this, said the Marquis. You see how hajd 
a task (referring to me )—O that the great obftacle could be 
removed 1 My dear Grandison, taking my hand, cannot, 
cannot—But I dare not ask—If it could, my own sons 
would not be more dear to me, than you. 

My Lord, you honour me. You engage my utmoft 
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gratitude. It is with difficulty that I am able to adhere to 
my engagement, not to press her to be mine, when I have 
the honour to be with her. I have wished her to resign her 
will to that of her father and mother, as you have seen, 
knowing the consequence. I am persuaded, that if either 
were to marry, the other would be more easy in mind; 
and I had much rather follow her example, than set her 
one—You will see what my return to my native country 
will do for us both . But she muft not be precipitated. If 
she is, her wishes to take the veil may be resumed. Punc¬ 
tilio will join with her piety; and, if not complied with, 
she may then again be unhappy. 

They agreed to follow my advice; to have patience; 
and leave the issue to time. 

I left them, and went to Jeronymo. I communicated to 
him what had passed, and the early day I had named for 
setting out on my return to England. This I did, with as 
much tenderness as possible. Yet his concern was so great 
upon it, that it added much to mine; and I was forced, 
with some precipitation, to quit his chamber, and the 
house; and to retire to my lodgings, in order to compose 
myself. And thus, my dear Dr. Bartlett, is the day of my 
setting out fixed. I hope I shall not be induced to alter it. 
Mrs. Beaumont, I know, will excuse me going back to 
Florence. Olivia mu£t. I hope she will. I shall write to 
both. 

I shall take my route thro* Modena, Parma, Placentia. 
Lady Sforza has desired an interview with me. I hope she 
will meet me at Pavia, or Turin. If not, I will attend her 
at Milan. I promised to pay her a visit before I quitted 
Italy: But as her request to see me was made while it was 
thought there might have been a relation between us, I 
suppose the interview now can mean nothing but civility. 
I hope, if I see her, her cruel daughter will not be present. 

dd 
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LETTER LVTII. 

Sir Charles Grandison. In Continuation. 

Parma , Monday Night , \ 1 * 

H ERE I am, my dear Dr. Bartlett. Juft arrived. The 
Count of Belvedere allows me to be alone. I am not 
fit for company. 

The whole family, Jeronymo and Clementina except¬ 
ed, dined with me on Saturday. Clementina was not well 
enough to leave her chamber. She would endeavour, she 
said, on Sunday night, when I was to take my leave of 
them all, to behave with as much presence of mind as she 
did on a former occasion. All the intervenient time, she 
said, was necessary to fortify her heart. But, alas! the cir¬ 
cumstances between us, then and now, were not the same. 
We had, for some time paSt, been allowedly too dear to 
each other to appear, either of us, so politely distant, as 
we did then. 

She never once asked me to suspend the day of my de¬ 
parture. Every one else repeatedly did. We both thought 
it beSt, as the separation was necessary, that it should not 
besuspended. 

I had many things to do; many Letters to write; much 
to say to Mr. Lowther, and he to me. I declined therefore 
their invitation to attend them home in the evening, as 
well as to dine with them next day. The solemn visit was 
to be made yeSferday in the evening; and every visit near 
the time, would have been as so many farewels. My own 
heart, at leaSt, told me so, and forbad me more than one 
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parting scene. The time so near, they themselves wished 
it pass’d. 

The Count had come from Urbino on purpose, with 
the two young Lords, to take leave of me: What blessings 
did that nobleman, and the Marquis and Marchioness 
invoke upon me! The General had more than once tears 
in his eyes: He besought me to forgive him for every¬ 
thing, in his behaviour, that had been disagreeable to me. 
His Lady permitted me to take leave of her in the moft 
affectionate manner; and said, that she hoped to prevail 
on her Lord to visit me himself, and to allow her to bear 
him company, in my own country. The Bishop sup¬ 
plicated Heaven to reward me, for what he called my 
goodness to their family. Father Marescotti joined in 
his supplications with a bent knee. The Marquis and 
Marchioness both wept; and called me by very endearing 
names, vowing everlasting love and gratitude to me. Je- 
ronymo! my dear Jeronymo! one of the moSt amiable of 
men! how precious to my soul will ever be the remem¬ 
brance of his friendly Love I His only consolation was, 
and it is mine, that, in a few months, we shall meet in 
England. They wanted to load me with presents. They 
pained me with their importunities, that I would accept 
of some very valuable ones. They saw my pain; and, in 
pity to me, declined their generous solicitations. 

Clementina was not present at this parting scene. She 
had shut herself up for the greatest part of the day. Her 
mother, and her siSler-in-law, had been her only visiters: 
And she having declared that she was afraid of seeing me, 
it was proposed to me, whether it were not be£t for me to 
depart, without seeing her. I can well spare to myself, 
said I, the emotions which, already so great, will, on tak- 

dda 
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ing leave of her, be too powerful for my heart, if you 
think, that, when I am gone, she will not wish (as once 
she was so earned, even to discomposure, for a farewel 
visit) that she had allowed herself to see me. 

They all were then of opinion, that she should be pre¬ 
vailed upon. Camilla at that infant came down with her 
Lady’s desire that I would attend her. In what way, Cam¬ 
illa, is my Clementina? asked the Marchioness; every¬ 
one attending the answer. In great grief, madam :Almoft 
in agonies. She was sending me down with her warmest 
wishes to the Chevalier, and with her excuses; but called 
me back, saying, she would subdue herself: She would 
see him: And bid me hasten for fear he should be gone. 

The two Marchionesses went up directly. I was in tre¬ 
mors. Surely, thought I, I am the weakeft of men!—The 
Bishop and General took notice of my emotion, and pitied 
me. They all joined in the wish so often repeated, that I 
could yet be theirs. 

I followed Camilla. Lady Clementina, when I entered, 
sat between the mother and sifter; an arm round each of 
their necks: Her face was reclined, as if she were ready to 
faint, on the bosom of her mother, who held her salts to 
her. I was half-way in the room, before either mother or 
daughter saw me. The Chevalier Grandison, my beft Sis¬ 
ter ! said the young Marchioness: Look up, my Love. 

She raised her head. Then ftood up, courtesied; and, 
gushing into tears, turned her face from me. 

I approached her: Her mother gave me the hand of 
her Clementina—Comfort her, comfort my Clementipa, 
good Chevalier—You only can—Sit down, my Love. 
Take my seat, Sir. 

The young Lady trembled. She sat down. Her mother 
seated herself; tears in her eyes. I sat down by Clemen- 
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tina. The dear Lady sobbed; and the more, as she en¬ 
deavoured to suppress her emotion. 

I addressed myself to her Sister-in-law, who had kept 
her seat—Your Ladyship, said I, gives me a very high 
pleasure, in the hope of seeing you, and your Lord, a few 
months hence, in company with my Jeronymo. What a 
blessing is it to us all, that that dear friend is so well re¬ 
covered? I have no doubt but change of climate, and our 
salutary springs, will do wonders for him. Let us, by our 
patience and resignation , intitle ourselves to greater bless¬ 
ings ; the consequence, as I hope, of those we have al- 
ready received. 

Please God, I will see you in England, Chevalier, said 
the young Marchioness, if my Lord is in the leaft favour¬ 
able to my wishes: And I hope my beloved sifter may be 
of the party. You, madam, and the Marquis, I hope— 
looking at her mother-in-law. 

I hope you will not go without us, my dear, replied the 
Marchioness. If our Clementina shall be well, we will not 
leave her behind us. 

Ah, madam!—Ah, Sir!—said Clementina, how you 
flatter me! But this, this night, if the Chevalier goes early 
in the morning, is the laft time I shall ever see him. 

God forbid! replied I—I hope that we may, many, 
many years, rejoice in each other’s friendship. Let us 
look forward with what pleasure we may. My heart, ma¬ 
dam, wants your comfortings. I have a greater opinion 
of your magnanimity, than I have reason to have of my 
own. I depart not, but in consequence of your will—En¬ 
able me, by your example, to suftain that consequence. 
In every-thing you muft be an example to me. I could not 
have done, asj you have done: Bid me support my spirits 
in the hope of seeing you again, and seeing you happy. 
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Tell me, that your endeavours shall not be wanting to be 
so: And I shall then be so too: Dear Lady Clementina, 
my happiness is bound up with yours. 

Ah, Sir, I am not greater than you: And I am less than 
myself. I was afraid when I came to the trial—But is your 
happiness bound up with mine? O that I may be happy 
for your sakel I will endeavour to make myself so. You 
have given me a motive. Beft of men! How much am I 
obliged to you! Will you cherish the remembrance of me? 
Will you forgive all my foibles?—The trouble I have 

f iven you?—I know you depart in consequence of my— 
'erverseness —perhaps you think it, tho’ you will not call 
it so—What shall I do, if you think me either perverse or 
ungrateful? 

I do not, I cannot , think you either. May I be assured 
of your correspondence, madam? Your Ladyship, turn¬ 
ing to her mother, will give it your countenance— 

By all means, answered the Marchioness. We shall all 
correspond with you. We shall pray for you, and bless 
you, every day that we live. You will be to me, as you have 
always been, a fourth son—My deareft Clementina, say, 
if your mind is changed, if it be likely to change, if you 
think that you shall not be happy, if the Chevalier— 

O madam, permit me to withdraw for one moment. 

She hurried to her closet. She shut the door, and poured 
out her soul in prayer; and soon returning—It muSl be so 
—with an air of assumed greatness. Let thy steadiness, 
O Grandison, excuse and keep mine in countenance-— 

i lear witness, my sifter; forgive me, my mamma: But 
ever did one mortal love another, as I do the man before 
.s. But you both, and you, my dear Chevalier, know the 
ompetition; and shall not the Unseen (cafting up her 
yes surcharged with tears) be greater with me than the 
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[een? Be you my brother, my friend, and the lover of my 
foul: This person is unworthy of you. The mind that ani¬ 
mates it, is broken, disturbed—Pray for me, as I will for 
[you— 

Then dropping down on one knee, God preserve and 
convert thee, beSt of Protestants, and worthiest of men 1 
Guide thy footsteps, and bless thee in thy future and bet¬ 
ter lot! But if the woman, whom thou shalt distinguish 
by thy choice, loves thee not, person and mind, as well as 
she before thee, she deserves thee not. 

I would have raised her; but she would not be raised— 
seeming full of some other great sentiments. I kneeled to 
her, clasping my arms about her: May you, madam, be 
ever, ever happy!—I resign to your will—And equally 
admire and reverence you for it, though a sufferer by it. 

' LaSling, as fervent, be our friendship!—And may we 
know each other hereafter, in a place where all is har¬ 
mony and love; where no difference in opinion can sun¬ 
der, as now, persons otherwise formed to promote each 
other’s happiness! 

’ I raised her, and arose; and kissing firSt one hand, then 
the other, and bowing to the two Marchionesses, was 
hastening from her. 

She clapt her hands together—He is gone!—O Stay, 
Stay, Chevalier—And willy om go?— 

I was in too much emotion to wish to be seen —She 
hastened after me to the Stairs—O Stay, Stay! I have not 
said half I had to say— 

I returned, and, taking her hand, bowed upon it, to 
conceal my sensibility—What further commands, with 
a faltering voice, has Lady Clementina for her Grandison? 

I don’t know—But will you, muSt you, will you go? 

I go; I Stay; I have no will but yours, madam. 
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The two Marchionesses ftood together, rapt in silent 
attention, leaning on each other. 

Clementina sighed, sobbed, wept; then turning from 
me, then towards me; but not withdrawing her hand; I 
thought, said she, I had a thousand things to say—But I 
have loft them all!—Go thou in peace; and be happy! 
And God Almighty make me so!—Adieu, deareft of 
men! 

She condescendingly inclined her cheek to me: I sa¬ 
luted her; but could not utter to her what yet was upon 
my lips to speak. 

She withdrew her hand. She seemed to want support. 
Her mother and sifter haftened to her. I ftopt at the door. 
Her eyes pursued my motions. By her uplifted hands she 
seemed praying for me. I was apprehensive of her faint¬ 
ing. I haftened towards her; but reftraining myself, juft 
as I had reached her, again hurried to the door: And on 
my knees, with clasped hands, audibly there besought 
God to suftain, support, preserve the noble Clementina: 
And seeing her seated in the arms of both Ladies, I with¬ 
drew to Mr. Lowther’s apartment; and shut myself in 
for a few moments. When a little recovered, I could not 
but ftep in to my Jeronymo. He was alone; drying his 
eyes as he sat: But seeing me enter, he burft out into fresh 
tears. 

Once more , my Jeronymo —I would have comforted 
him; but wanted comfort myself. 

O my Grandison! embracing me, as I did him— 

Clementina! The angel Clementina! Ah , my 
Jeronymo! —Grief again denied me further speech for a 
moment. I saw that my emotion increased his — Love, love 
said 1 , the dear —I would have added Clementina; but 
my trembling lips refused diftinft utterance to the word.. 
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—I tore myself from his embrace, and with precipitation 
left the tendered of friends. 

About eleven, according to the English numbering of 
the hours, I sent to know how the whole family did. 
Father Marescotti returned with my servant. He told 
me, that the Lady fainted away after I was gone: But 
went to re£t as soon as recovered. They all were in grief, 
he said. He was charged with the best wishes, and with 
the blessings, of every one; with those of the two Mar¬ 
chionesses in particular. Signor Jeronymo was so ill, that 
one of his Italian surgeons proposed to sit up with him all 
night; for Mr. Lowther had desired to accompany me as 
far as Modena: And him I charged with my compli¬ 
ments to each person of the family; and with my remem¬ 
brances to servants who well deserved kindness from me; 
and who, Father Marescotti told me, were all in tears on 
my departure. I prevailed on the Father himself to make 
my acknowlegements to the good Camilla. He offered, 
and I thankfully accepted of, his prayers for my health 
and happiness, which he put up in the moft fervent man¬ 
ner, on his knees; and then embracing me, with a tender¬ 
ness truly paternal, we parted, blessing each other. 

This morning early, I set outfrom Bologna. The Count 
of Belvedere rejoiced to see me; and called me kind, for 
being his gue£t, though but one night; for I shall pursue 
my journey in the morning. He assures me, that he will 
make me a visit in England. 

You will hardly, till I arrive at Paris, have another Let¬ 
ter, my dear Dr. Bartlett, from 

2 "our ever-ajfeftionate 

CHARLES GRANDISON. 
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LETTER LIX. 


Sir Charles Grandison, To Dr. Bartlett. 


Paris , 


{ Au?. 31. 
Sept. 11. 


I SET out from Parma early on Tuesday morning, as 
I intended. The Count of Belvedere was so obliging, 
as to accompany me to Pavia, where we parted with mu¬ 
tual civilities. 


I paid my respefts to Lady Sforza at Milan, as I had 
promised. She received me with great politeness. Our 
conversation chiefly turned on the differences between 
the other branches of her family, on one part; and her¬ 
self, and Lady Laurana, on the other. She owned, that 
when she sent to desire a visit from me, she had supposed, 
that the alliance between them and me was a thing con¬ 
cluded upon; and that she intended, by my mediation, to 
reconcile herself to the family, if they would meet her 
half-way. 

She was so indiscreet, as to lay general blame on her 
noble niece, as a person given up to a zeal that wanted 
government: She threw out hints, injurious to the sin¬ 
cerity of the three brothers, as well as to that of the father 
and mother, with regard to me: All which I discounten¬ 
anced. 


I have hardly ever conversed with a woman so artful as 
Lady Sforza. I wonder not, that she had the address^to 
fire the Count of Belvedere with impatience, and to set 
him on seeking to provoke me to an aft of rashness, which, 
after what had happened between me and the young 
Count Altieri, some years ago, at Verona, mi^ht have 
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been fatal to one, if not to both; and, by that means, rid 
Italy, if not the world, of me, and, at the same time, re¬ 
venged herself on the Count, for rejecting her daughter 
(who, as I have told you before, has a passion for him) in 
a manner that she called too contemptuous to be passed 
over. 

She told me, that she doubted not «ow, that I had been 
circumvented, by (what even she, an Italian, called) Italian 
finesse , but her niece would be prevailed upon to marry 
the Count; and bid me remember her words. Ah, my 
poor Laurana! added she—But I will renounce her, if she 
can be so mean, as to retain Love for a man who despises 
her. 

A convent, she said, after such a malady as Clementina 
had been afflicted with, would be the fitted place for her. 
She ascribed to hers and Laurana’s treatment of her (with 
great vehemence, on my disallowing her assertion) the 
foundation of her cure. She wished that, were Clementina 
to marry, it might have been me, preferably to any other 
man; since the Love she bore me, was moft likely to com¬ 
plete her recovery; which was not to be expected, were 
she to marry a man to whom she was indifferent—But, 
added she, they muft take their own way. 

Lady Laurana was on a visit at the Borromean palace: 
Her mother sent for her, unknown to me. I could very 
well have excused the compliment. I was civil, however: 
I could be no more than civil: And, after a ftay of two 
hours, pursued my route. 

Nothing remarkable happened in my journey. I wrote 
to Jeronymo, and his beloved Sifter, from Lyons. 

At the poft-house there, I found a servant of Lady 
Olivia, with a Letter. He was ordered to overtake, ana 
give it into my own hands, were he to travel with it to 
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Paris, or even to England. Lady Olivia will be obeyed. 
The man missed me, by my going to visit Lady Sforza at 
Milan. I inclose the Letter; as also a copy of mine, to 
which it is an answer. When you read them, you will be 
of opinion, that they ought not to pass your own hands. 
Perhaps you will choose to read them in this place. 


LETTER LX. 

.SWCharles Grandison, To Lady Olivia. 

Bologna , Saturday^ Aug. 19-30. 

N OW, at la£t, is the day approaching, that the writer 
of this will be allowed to consider himself wholly as 
as an English man. He is preparing to take, perhaps, an 
everlasting leave of Italy. But could he do this, and not 
firSt bid adieu to two Ladies at Florence, whose welfare 
will be ever dear to him—Lady Olivia, and Mrs. Beau¬ 
mont? It muSt be to both by Letter. 

I told you, madam, when I laSt attended you, that pos¬ 
sibly I should never see you more. If I told you so in 
anger, pardon me. Now, in a farewel Letter, I would not 
upbraid you. I will be all in fault, if you please. I never 
incurred the displeasure of Olivia, but I was more con¬ 
cerned for her, than for what I suffered from it; and yet 
her displeasure was not a matter of indifference to me. 

I wish not, madam, for my own happiness, with more 
sincerity than I do for yours. Would to Heaven it were 
in my power to promote it! I will flatter myself, that my 
true regard for your honour, daughter as you are of a 
house next to princely, and of fortune more than princely, 
will give me an influence, which will awaken you to your 
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glory. Allow, madam, the friendly, the brotherly expos¬ 
tulation—Let me think, let me speak, of Olivia, in ab¬ 
sence, as a fond brother would of a sifter moft dear to 
him. I will so speak, so think of you, madam, when far 
distant from you. When I remember my Italian friends, 
it will always be with tender blessings, and the moSt af¬ 
fectionate gratitude. Allow me, Olivia, to number you 
with the dearest of those friends. Your honour, your 
welfare, present and future, is, and ever will be, the ob¬ 
ject of my vows. 

God and nature have done their parts by you: Let not 
your own be wanting. To what purpose live we, if not to 
grow wiser, and to subdue our passions? Dear Lady! Il¬ 
lustrious woman! How often have you been subdued by 
the violence of yours \ and to what submissions has your 
generous repentance subjected you, even to your infer¬ 
iors ! Let me not be thought a boaSter—But I will pre¬ 
sume to say, that I am the rather intitled to advise, as I 
have made it my endeavour (and, I bless God, have not 
been always unsuccessful) to curb my passions. They are 
naturally violent. What do I owe to the advice of an ex¬ 
cellent man, whom I early set up as my monitor? Let me, 
in this Letter, be yours. 

Your situation in life, your high birth, your illustrious 
line of ancestors, are so many calls upon you, in whom the 
riches and the consequence of so many noble progenitors 
centre, to aft worthy of their names, of their dignities, of 
your own; and of the dignity of your Sex. The world 
looks up to you (your education, too, so greatly beyond 
that of moSt Italian Ladies) with the expectation of an 
example—Yet, have not evil reports already gone out 
upon your laSt excursion ? The world will not see with our 
eyes, nor judge as we would have it, and as we sometimes 
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know it ought to judge. My visit to Italy, when you were 
absent from it, and in England, was of service to your 
fame. The malignant world, at present, holds itself sus¬ 
pended in its censures; and expe&s, from your future 
conduft, either a confutation or a confirmation of them. 
It is, therefore, &ill in your power (rejoice, madam, that 
it is 1) for ever to establish, or for ever to depreciate, your 
character, in the judgment both of friends and enemies. 
f\ How often have I seen passion, and even rage, deform 
features that are really lovely! Shall it be said, that your 
great fortune, your abundance, has been a snare to you? 
FThat you would have been a happier, nay a better woman, 
|had not God so bountifully blessed you? 

V Can your natural generosity of temper allow you to 
wear such an imputation, as that the want of power only 
pan keep you within the limits (Pardon, Olivia, the lover 
'of your fame!) which the gentleness of your Sex, which 
true honour, prescribe? 

You are a young Lady. Three fourths of your natural 
life (Heaven permitting) are yet to come. You have noble 
qualities, shining accomplishments. You will probably, 
in a very few years, perhaps in a few months, be able to 
establish yourself with the world. So far only as you have 
gone, the inconsideration of youth will be allowed an ex¬ 
cuse for your conduct. Bleit with means, as you are, you 
Still have it in your power, let me repeat, to be an honour 
to your Sex, to your Country, to your splendid House, 
and to the Age to which you are given. 

The monitor I mentioned (You know him by person, 
by manners) from my earlier youth, born as he knew me 
to be, the heir of a considerable fortune, suggested to me 
an address to Heaven, which my heart has had no repug¬ 
nance to make a daily one; “That the Almighty will, in 
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mercy, with-hold from me wealth and affluence, and make 
my proud heart a dependent one, even for my daily bread, 
were riches to be a snare to me; and, if I found not my 
inclinations to do good, as occasions offered, enlarge with 
my power.”—O that you, Olivia, were poor and low, if 
the being so, and nothing else, would make you know 
yourself , and aft accordingly!—And that it were given to 
me, by afts of fraternal love, to restore you, as you could 
bear it,to an independence, large as your own wishes! 

What an uncontroulable Man would Lady Olivia 
have made, had she been a man, with but the same pas¬ 
sions, that now diminish the grandeur of her soul, and so 
large a power to gratify them!—What a Sovereign !— 
Look into the characters of absolute princes, and see 
whose, of all those who have sullied royalty, by the vio¬ 
lence of their wills, you would have wished to copy, or to 
have been compared with. 

How has the unhappy Olivia, though but a subject, ] 
dared!—How often has that tender bosom, whose glory J 
it would have been to melt at another’s woe, and to re -4 
joice in afts of kindness and benevolence to her fellow-| 
creatures, been armed by herself (not the mistress, bum 
the slave, of her passions) not with defensive, but offend 
sive, fteel (a) l Hitherto Providence has averted any re¬ 
mediless mischief; but Providence will not be tempted. 

Believe me, SHU believe me, madam, I mean not to up¬ 
braid you. My dear Olivia, I will call you, how often has 
my heart bled for youl How paternally, tho’ but of years 
to be your brother, have I lamented for you in secret 1 I 
will own to you, that, but for the with-holding prudence, 
and with-holding honour, that I owed to both our charac¬ 
ters, because of a situation which would not allow me to 

Alluding to the poniard she carried in her bosom. 
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express my tenderness for you, I had folded you, in your 
contrite moments, to my bosom; and, on my knees, be¬ 
sought you to aft up to your own knowlege, and to render 
yourself worthy of your illuftrious anceftry. And what 
but your glory could have been, what but that is now, my 
motive? 

With what joy do I refleft, that I took not (God be 
praised for his retraining goodness!) advantage of the 
favour I ftood in, with a mot lovely, and princely-spirited 
woman; an advantage that would have given me cause 
to charge myself with baseness to her, in the hour where¬ 
in I should have wanted mot consolation! With what 
apprehension (dreading for myself, because of the great, 
the sometimes almot irresitable, temptation) have I 
looked upon myself to be (shall I say?) the sole guardian 
of Olivia’s honour 1 More than once, mot generous and 
confiding of women, have I, from your unmerited favour 
for me, besought you to spare me my pride ; and as often 
to permit me to spare you yours —Not the odious vice 
generally known by that name (the fault of fallen angels) 
but that which may be called a prop, a support, to an im- 
perfeft goodness; which, properly direfted, may, in time, 
grow into virtue:—That friendly pride, let me add, which 
has ever warmed my heart with wishes for your temporal 
and eternal welfare. 

I call upon you once more, my Friend! How un- 
reproachingly may we call each other by that sacred name! 
The Friend of your Fame, the Friend of your Soul, calls 
upon you once more, to rejoice with him, that you have it 
ftill in your power to tread the path of honour. Agairt I 
glory, and let us both , that we have nothing to reproach 
■each other with. I l eave Italy, a country that .evejL’wdl 
have a title to my g rateful regar d, without one self - 
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upbraiding sigh; though not without many sighs. I own it 
to Olivia. Justice requires it. Justice to a Lady Olivia loves 
not; but who deserves, not only hers, but the love of every 
woman; for she is an ornament to her Sex, and to human 
nature. Yet, be it known to Olivia, that I am a sufferer by 
that very magnanimity, for which I revere her —A re¬ 
jected man 1 —Will Olivia rejoice that I am?—She will. 
What inequalities are there in the greatest minds? But 
subdue them in yours. For your own sake, not for mine, 
subdue them. The conquest will be more glorious to you, 
than the acquisition of an empire could be. 

Let me conclude, with an humble, but earnest, wish, 
that you will cultivate, as once you promised me, the 
friendship of one of the be£t of women, Mrs. Beaumont, 
disposed as she, your neighbour, is to cultivate yours. I 
shall then hear often from you, by the pen of that excel¬ 
lent woman. Your compliance with this humble advice 
will give me, madam, for your own sake, and for the 
pleasure I know Mrs. Beaumont will have in it, the great¬ 
est joy that is possible for you to give to a heart, that over¬ 
flows with sincere wishes for your happiness: A heart 
that will rejoice in every opportunity that shall be granted 
to promote it: For I am, and ever will be, 

The Friend of your Fame , of your true Glory , 
and your devoted Servant, 

GRANDISON. 


ee 
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LETTER LXI. 

Lady Olivia, To Sir Charles Grandison. 

(Translated by Dr. Bartlett.) 

Florence , Aug. 22. N.S. 

I AM to take it kindly, that you have thought fit to 
write to the unhappy Olivia before you leave Italy. I 
could not have expected even this poor favour, after the 
parting it was your pleasure to call ever lading. Cruel man 1 
—Can I SHU call you so? I did , before I had this Letter; 
and was determined, that you should have reason to re¬ 
pent your cruelty: But this Letter has almost reconciled 
me to you; so far reconciled me, however, as to oblige 
me to lay aside the intended vengeance that was rolling 
towards you from slighted Love. You have awakened 
me to my glory, by your dispassionate, your tender rea¬ 
sonings. Your Letter (for I have erased one officious pas¬ 
sage (a) in it) is in my bosom all day. It is on my pillow at 
night. The la£t thing, and the fir£t thing, do I read it. 
The contents make my re£t balmy, my up-rising serene. 
But it was not till I had read it the seventh time, and after 
I had erased that obnoxious passage, that it began to have 
that happy effect upon me. I was above advice, for the 
fir£ day. I could not relish your reasonings. Resolutions 
of vengeance had possessed me wholly. What a charm 
could there be in a Letter, that should make a slighted 
woman lay aside her meditated vengeance? A woman too ; 
that had fallen beneath herself in the objeft of that de¬ 
spised Love. 

(a) This passage, is that where he hints at Lady Clementina’s noble reje&ion 
of him, p. 416, 1 .32, beginning “I leave Italy,” to the end of the paragraph. 
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Allow me, Grandison, to say so. In the account of j 
worldy reckoning, it was so. And when I thought I hated j 
you, it was so in my own account. Yet, could you have re- 1 
turned my Love, I would have gloried in my choice; and 
attributed to envy all the insolent censures of maligners. 

But even at the seventh perusal, when my indignation 
began to give way, would it have given way, had you not, 
in the same Letter, hinted, that the proud Bologna had 
given up all thoughts of a husband in the man to whom 
my heart had been so long attached?—Allow me to call 
her by the name of her city. I love not her, nor her family. 

I hate them by their own proud names. It is an hereditary 
hatred, augmented by rivalry, a rivalry that had like to 
have been a successful one: And is she not proud, who, 
whatever be her motive, can refuse the man, who has re¬ 
jected a nobler woman? Yet I think I ought to forgive 
her; for has she not avenged me? Vi you are grieved, that 
she has refused you, I am rejoiced. Be the pangs she has 
so often given me, if possible, forgotten! 

What a miserable wretch, however, from my own re¬ 
flexions, did this intelligence make me! Intelligence that 
I received before your Letter blessed my hands. Let me so 
express myself; the contents, I hope, will be the means 
of blessing, by purifying, my heart?—And why a miser¬ 
able wretch?—O this man, of sentiments the moSt deli¬ 
cate, of life and manners the mo£t unblameable; yet of air 
and behaviour so truly gallant, had it not been for thy 
forwardness, Olivia; had it not been for proposals, shame 
to thyself! shame to thy Sex! too plainly intimated to him; 
proposals that owed their exigence to inconsiderate Love; 
a Love mingled, I will now confess, with passions of the 
darkest hue—Envy, malice—and those aggravated by 
despair—would, on this disappointment from the Bo- 

ee2 
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logna, have offered his hand to the Florentine 1 —But now 
do I own, that it cannot, that it ought not to be. For what, 
Olivia, is there in the glitter of thy fortune, thy greatest 
dependence, to attract a man, whom worldly grandeur 
cannot influence? Who has a fortune of his own so ample, 
that hundreds are the better for it?—A man, whose oeco- 
nomy is regulated by prudence? Who cannot be in such 
difficulties as would give some little merit to the person 
who was so happy as to extricate him from them?—A 
man, in short, who takes pleasure in conferring obliga¬ 
tions, yet never lays himself under the necessity of re¬ 
ceiving returns? Prince of a man! What Prince, King, 
Emperor, is so truly great as this man ? And is he not like¬ 
wise surrounded by his nobles?—What a number of peo¬ 
ple of high interior worth, make up the circle of his 
acquaintance! 

And is there not, cannot there yet be hope; the proud 
Bologna now (as she is) out of the question?—The Flo¬ 
rentine wants not pride; but betrayed by the violence of 
her temper, she has not had the caution to confine herself 
within the bounds of female (Shall I say?) hypocrisy. What 
she could not hide from herself, she revealed to the man 
she loved: But never, however, was there any other man 
whom she loved. Upon whom but one man, the haughty 
objeft of her passion, did she ever condescend to look 
down? Who but he was ever encouraged to look up to 
her?—And did not his gentle, his humane, his unre¬ 
proaching heart, seem to pity rather than despise her, till 
she was too far engaged? At the time that she fir SI caft ijer 
eyes upon him, his fortune was not high: His father, a 
man of expence, was living, and likely to live: His sifters, 
whom he loved as himself, were hopeless of obtaining 
from their father fortunes equal to their rank and educa- 
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tion. Olivia knew all this from unerring intelligence. His 
friends, his Bartlett, his Beauchamp, and others, were 
not in circumstances, that set them above owing obliga¬ 
tions to him, slender as were his own appointments— 
Then it was that thou, Olivia, valuedft thyself for being 
blest with means to make the power of the man thou 
lovedft, as large as his heart. Thou wouldeft have vefted 
it all in him. Thou wouldeft have conditioned with him, 
that this he should do for one sifter; this for the other; 
this for one friend; this for another; and ftill another, to 
the extent of his wishes: And with him , and the remain¬ 
der, thou wouldeft have been happy. 

Surely there was some merit in Olivia’s Love. 

But, alas! she was not prudent: Her temper, supposed 
to be naturally haughty and violent, hurried her into 
measures too impetuous. The soul of the man she loved, 
too great to be attract ed by riches. By worldly glory^ gnd 
capable of beihgTiappy in amiere competence, was (how 
can I say it? I blush while I write itl) disgufted bva 
violence that had not been used to be r eftra in e d ~bf'tKe 
acculfomedr^efvOFwasallopehday, noclark machina¬ 
ting night, In the heart of the undissembling Olivia. She 
persecuted the objeft of her passion with her Love, be¬ 
cause she thought she could lay him under obligation to 
it. By hoping to prove herself more, she made herself ap¬ 
pear less, than woman. She despised that affectation, that 
hypocrisy, in her Sex, which unpenetrating eyes attribute 
to modefty and shame—Shame of what! of a natural 
passion? 

But you, Grandison, were too delicate , to be taken with 
her sincerity. If you had penetration to diftinguish be¬ 
tween reserve and openness of heart, you had not great¬ 
ness of mind enough to break thro’ the low reftraint of 
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custom; and to reward the latter in preference to the for¬ 
mer. Yet who, better than you, knows, that women in 
Love are actuated by one view, and differ only in out¬ 
ward appearance? Will bars, bolts, walls, rivers, seas, any 
more with-hold the supercilious, than the less reserved? 
That passion which made the Florentine compass earth 
and seas, in hopes of obtaining its end, made, perhaps, 
the prouder Bologna (and from pride) a more pitiable ob¬ 
ject—Yet, who ever imputed immodesty to Olivia? Who 
ever dared to harbour a thought injurious to her virtue? 
You only (custom her judge) have the power, but not, I 
hope, the will, to upbraid her. You can. The creature, 
who, conscious of having alarmed you by the violence of 
her temper, would have lived with you on terms of proba¬ 
tion, and left it to your honour, on full consideration and 
experience of that temper, to reward her with the celebra¬ 
tion, or punish her with rejeftion (her whole fortune de¬ 
voted to you) had subjected herself to your challenges. 
But nobody else could harbour a thought inglorious to 
her. 

And muff she yield to the consciousness of her own 
unworthiness, from a proposal made by herself, which 
tyrant custom only can condemn? 

O yes, she muff. There is, among your countrywomen, 
one who seems born for you , and you for her. If she can 
abate of a dignity, that a firSt and only Love alone can 
gratify, and accept of a second-placed Love, a widower- 
bachelor, as I may call you, she , I know, muft, will, be the 
happy woman. To her the slighted Florentine can resign, 
which, with patience, she never could to the proud Bo¬ 
logna; and the sooner, because of the immortal hatred 
she bears to that woman of Bologna. You, Grandison, 
have been accustomed to be distinguished by women who 
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in degree and fortune might claim rank with princesses. 
Degree and fortune captivate you not—This humbler 
fair-one is more suitable to your own degree: And in the 
beauties of person and mind (at leaSt, in those beauties of 
the latter, which you moft admire) she is superior either 
to your Bolognese or Florentine. Let my pen praise her, 
tho’ malice to Clementina, and despair of obtaining my 
own wishes, mingle with my ink—She is mild, tho’ spark¬ 
ling : She is humble, yet has dignity: She is reserved, yet 
is frank and open-hearted: Nobody can impute to her 
either dissimulation or licence of behaviour. We read her 
heart in her countenance; and have no thought of look¬ 
ing further for it: Wisdom has its seat on her lips; mo¬ 
desty,on her brow: Her eyes avow the secrets of her soul; 
and demonstrate, that she has no one, that she need to be 
ashamed of: She can blush for others; for the unhappy 
Olivia she did more than once: But for herself she need 
not blush. I loved, yet feared her, the moment I saw her. 

I dared not to try myself by her judgment. It was easy for 
me to see, that she loved you; yet such were your engage¬ 
ments, your supposed engagements, that I pitied her: And 
can we be alarmed by, or angry at, her whom we pity?— 
Unworthy Grandison! Unworthy I ro/Z/call you; because 
you cannot merit the Love of such a spotless heart. You 
who could leave her, and, under colour of honour, when 
there was no pre-engagement, and when the proud fa¬ 
mily had rejected you, prefer to such a fine young crea¬ 
ture, a romantic E nthusiast—O may the sweet maiden, 
wKowaritsnot due consciousness ofmfenorworth, assert 
Herself;and,*by 'refusingsyour secon d-pla readdresses, vin¬ 
dicate the dignityof Beauty and innocence unequalled).. 

" Ifyou, Grandison, carmotforgivoOlivia for loving you 
too well, for rendering herself too cheap to you; if you 
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cannot repair in her own eyes, the honour of one, who, 
in that case, muSt be sunk in yours beyond the power of 
restoration; if you cannot forgive attempts of the hand, 
in which the heart had no share, but resisted; in a word, 
if you cannot forgive the fervor of a Love, that, at times, 
combating my pride, had nearly overturned my reason 
also—Then, let this virgin goodness be yours, and Olivia 
will endeavour to forgive you —Yet—O that yet—Ah, 
Grandison!—But how can a woman bear that refusal, 
which, however superior she may be in rank, in fortune, 
gives her an inferiority to the man of her wishes, in the 
very article in which it should be a woman’s glory to re¬ 
tain dignity, even were the man superior to her in birth, 
and in all other outward advantages ? I disdain thee, Gran¬ 
dison, in this light. I will tear thy proud image from my 
heart, or die. 

One requeSl only, let me make, and permit your pride 
to comply with it. Return not to me, but accept (accept as 
a token of Love) the cabinets which perhaps will be in 
England before you. They will be thought by you of too 
great value; but they are not too great for the grandeur of 
my fortune, and themagnificenceofmy spirit. Themedals 
alone, make a colleftion that would do credit to the cabi¬ 
net of a sovereign Prince. These are in your taSle. They 
are nothing to Olivia, but for your sake. Accept of these 
cabinets, as some atonement for the trouble I have given 
you; for the attempts I have made upon your liberty, and 
more than once (but Oh! with how feeble a hand!) upon 
your life 1 How easy had it been to take the latter, your 
soul so fearless, braving menaces and danger, had I been 
resolved to take it! How many ministers or vengeance, in 
my country, had I been determined to execute it, would 
my fortune have procured mel How easy would it have 
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been for me to conceal my guilt from all but myself, had 
the slow-working bowl, or even the sharp-pointed pon¬ 
iard, given thee up to my great revenge 1 —It is, however, 
happy for us both, that the proud Bigot rejefted you! 
Your death, and my diftraffion, had, probably, been the 
consequence of her acceptance of you—Yet, how I rave! 
—The moment I had seen you, my vengeance would 
have been arrested, as more than once it was. O Grandi- 
son! How dear are you ('were you now, I will endeavour 
to say) to the soul of Olivia! Dearer than fame, than glory, 
and whatever the world deems valuable. 

All that I ask of you now, that the Bologna, in disap¬ 
pointing you, has disappointed herself (great revenge!) is 
within your own power to grant, without detriment to 
yourself, and, I hope, without regret. It consists of two 
or three articles: The firil is, to resolve within yourself, 
that you will not now , should that heat of the zealot’s 
imagination, which has seemed to carry her above her¬ 
self, subside (as I have no doubt but it will ); and should 
she even follow you to your native place, as a ftill nobler 
woman ignobly did; that you will not now receive her of¬ 
fered hand!—O Grandison!—If you do— 

Next, that you will (thus fairly, tho' foolishly, dismissed, 
and the whole family rejoicing in your dismission, well as 
they pretend to love you) put it out of your own power, 
since the Florentine can have no hope, to give the Bo¬ 
lognese any. My soul thirds to see her in a Nunnery: I 
could myself assume the veil in the same convent, I think, 
I could, for the pleasure of exulting over her for the pangs 
she has occasioned me. But for her, Olivia would have 
been mi&ress of her own wishes. 

Preach not to me, Grandison, again£l that spirit of re¬ 
venge, which ever did, and ever mu£t, aftuate my heart. 
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Slighted Love will warrant it, or nothing can I Have I not 
lo& the man I loved by it? Can I regain him, if I conquer 
that not ignoble vehemence of a great mind?—Nol— 
Forbear then the unavailing precept. I am not of Bologna. 
I am no zealot! While the warm blood flows in my veins, 
I pretend not to be above human nature. When I can di- 
veft myself of that, then , perhaps, I may follow your 
advice: I may seek to cultivate the friendship of Mrs. 
Beaumont: But till then, she would not accept of mine. 

O Grandisonl born to diftin&ion! princely in your 
munificence! amiable in your person! great in your mind, 
in your sentiments! you have conquered your ambition 
—You may therefore unite yourself to the politest coun¬ 
try maid, and the loveliest, that ever adorned your various 
climate: Yet, O that in the same hour, the Bolognese 
might assume tKe Vefl 7 and the lovely 'English maid re- 
Yu^ymTfoffe^andr. .. 1 ... 

My”third request is'(as before requested) that you will 
not refuse the cabinets which will be soon embarked for 
you. Be not afraid of me, Grandison; I form no preten¬ 
sions upon you from this present; valuable as you, per¬ 
haps, may think it. Your simple acceptance is all the 
return I hope for. Write only these words with your own 
hand—“Olivia, I accept your present, and thank you for 
it.” Receive it only as a token of my pa£t Love, for a man 
whose virtues I admire, and, by degrees, shall hope to 
imitate. That, Sir, when a certain event was mo SI my wish, 
was not the leaft motive for that wish: But now, what will 
be the destiny of the bewildered creature, who is left af 
large to her own will, who can tell? A will, that only one 
man in the world could have subjugated. His controul 
would have been freedom. 

I would not have you imagine, that a correspondence, 
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by Letter, is hoped for, as a return for the Present of which 
I entreat your acceptance: But when I can assure you, 
that your advice will probably be of great service to me, 
in the conduct of my future life, as I have no doubt it will, 
from the calm effeCts that the Letter, which has now a 
place in my bosom, has already produced there, I am 
ready to flatter myself, that a wish so ardent, and so juff i- 
fiable, will be granted to the repeated request of 

OLIVIA. 

Continuation of Sir Charles Grandison’ i Letter, 
No. LIX. Begun p. 410. 

O LIVIA, you see, my dear Dr. Bartlett, concludes 
her Letter, with a desire of corresponding with me. 
As she has put it, I cannot refuse her request. How happy 
should I think myself, if I could be a means effectually to 
serve her in the conduct of her future life! 

I have written to her, that I shall think an intercourse 
by Letters an honour done me, if she will allow me to 
treat her with the freedom and the singleness of heart of 
an affeClionate brother. 

As to her particular recommendation of a third person, 

I tell her, that muff; the subject of the future correspond¬ 
ence to which she is pleased to invite me. 

Olivia may be in earneff, in her warm commendations 
of a Lady, of whose excellencies no body can write or 
speak with indifference: But I have no doubt, that she is 
very earneff to know my sentiments on the subjeCt. But 
what muff be the mind of the bachelor-widower, as she 
calls me, if already I can enter into the subjeCt with any¬ 
body, with Lady Olivia especially? The moSj ^nsible, I_ 
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pill not say subtle creature on earth, is certainly a woman 
in Love. What can escape her penetration? What can 
'bound her curiosity? 

I tell her, that I can neither decline nor accept of her 
present, till I see the contents of the cabinets she is pleased 
to mention. It will give me pain, I say, to refuse any fa¬ 
vour from Lady Olivia, by which she intends to shew her 
eSteem of me: But favours of so high a price, will, and 
ought to, give scruples to one who would not be thought 
ungenerous. 

I had always admired, I tell her, her collection of 
medals: But they are a family collection, of two or three 
generations: And I should not allow myself to accept of 
such a treasure, unless I could have an opportunity given 
me to shew, if not my merit, my gratitude; and that I saw 
no possibility of being blessed with, in any manner that 
could make the acceptance tolerably easy to myself. I can¬ 
not, my dear Dr. Bartlett, receive from this munificent 
Lady a present that is of such high intrinsic worth. Had 
she offered me any-thing that would have had its value 
from the giver, or to the receiver, for its own sake, and not 
equally to any-body else; for instance, had she desired 
me to accept of her picture, since the original could not 
be mine; I would not have refused it, tho’ it had been in- 
circled with jewels of price. But, circumstanced as this 
unhappy Lady and I are, could I have asked her for a fa¬ 
vour of that nature? 

I think I have broken thro’ one delicacy, in consenting 
to correspond with this Lady. She should not have asked 
it. I never knew a pain of so particular a nature as this 
Lady (a not ungenerous, tho’ a rash one) has given me. 
My very heart recoils, Dr. Bartlett, at the thought of a 
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denial of marriage to a woman expecting the offer, whom 
delicacy has not quite forsaken. 

But a word or two more on this subject of Presents. 
When the whole family at Bologna were so earnestly so¬ 
licitous to shew their gratitude to me by some permanent 
token, I had once the thought of asking for their Clemen¬ 
tina’s picture in miniature: But as I was never to think of 
her as mine, and as, probably, my picture, if but for 
politeness sake, would have been asked for in exchange, 
I was afraid of cherishing, by that means, in her mind, 
the tender ideas of our paSt friendship, and thereby of 
making the work of her parents difficult. And do they 
not the more excusably hope to succeed in their views, as 
they think their success will be a means to secure health 
of mind to their child? But if they visit me in England, I 
will then request the piftures of the whole family, in one 
large piece, for the principal ornament of Grandison-hall. 

By what Olivia says, of designs on my liberty, I believe 
she means to include the attempt made upon me at Flo¬ 
rence ; which I hinted at in my laSt, and supposed to come 
from that quarter. What she would have done with me, 
had the attempt succeeded, I cannot imagine. I should 
not have wished to have been the subjedt of so romantic 
an adventure—A prisoner to a Lady in her castle!—She 
is certainly one of the moSt enterprising women in Italy; 
and her temper is too well seconded by her power. She 
would not, however, in that case, have had recourse to 
fatal a£ts of violence. Once, you know, she had thoughts 
of exciting against me the Holy Tribunal: But I was upon 
such a foot, as a traveller, and as an English Protestant, 
tho’ avowed, not behaving indiscreetly, that I had friends 
enow, even in the Sacred College, to have rendered in- 
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effe&ual any fteps of that sort. And after all, her ma¬ 
chinations were but transitory ones, and, the moment she 
saw me, given over. 

My firft enquiry, after my arrival here, was after my 
poor cousih Grandison. My poor cousin, indeed! What a 
spiritless figure does he make! I remember you once said, 
That it was more difficult for a man to behave well in 
prosperity, than in adversity: But the man who will prove 
the observation to be true, mu£t not be one, who, by his 
own extravagance and vice, has reduced himself from an 
affluence to which he was born, to penury, at leaft to a 
ftate of obligation and dependence. Good God! that a 
man should be so infatuated, as to put on the caft of a dye, 
the estate of which he is in unquestioned possession from 
his ancestors! Yet who will say, that he who hopes to win 
what belongs to another, does not deserve to lose his own? 

I soothed my cousin in the be£t manner I could, con¬ 
sistently with juStice: Yet I told him, that his repentance 
muSt arise from his judgment , as well as from his suffer¬ 
ings ; and that he would have less reason for regretting 
the unhappy situation to which he had reduced himself, 
if the latter brought him to a right sense of his errors. I 
was solicitous, Dr. Bartlett, for the sake of his own peace 
of mind, that he should fall into a proper train of think¬ 
ing : But I told him, that preachment was no more my 
intention, than recrimination. 

I have two hands to one tongue, my cousin, said I; and 
the latter I use not but to tell you, that both the former 
are cordially at your service. You have considered this 
matter well, no doubt, added I: Can you propose to me 
any means of retrieving your affairs ? 

There is, said he, one way. It would do every-thing for 
me: But I am afraid of mentioning it to you. 
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If it be a juft way, fear not. If it be any-thing I can do 
for you, out of my own single purse, without asking any 
second or third person to contribute to it, command me 
—He hesitated. 

If it be any-thing, my cousin, said I, that you think I 
ought not, in juftice, in honour, to comply with, do not, 
for your own sake, mention it. Let me see that your cala¬ 
mity has had a proper effeCt upon you. Let not th t juft 
man be sunk in the man in adversity; and then open your 
mind freely to me. 

He could not, he said, truft the mention of the expe¬ 
dient to me, till he had given it a further consideration. 

Well, Sir, be pleased to remember, that I will never 
ask you to mention it; because I cannot doubt but you 
will, if, on consideration, you think it ^proper expedient. 

When some friends, who came to visit me on my arri¬ 
val, were gone, my cousin resumed the former subject: 
But he offered not to mention his expedient. I hope it was 
not, that he had a view to my Emily. I am very jealous for 
my Emily. If I thought poor Everard had but an imagi¬ 
nation of retrieving his affairs byher fortune, nothing but 
his present calamity should hinder me from renouncing 
for ever my cousin. 

I enquired particularly into the situation he was in; 
and if there were a likelihood of doing any-thing with the 
gamefters. But he could not give me room for such an 
expectation. I find he has loft all his eftate to them, Dun- 
ton-farm excepted; which, having been much out of re¬ 
pair, is now fitting up for a new tenant; and will not, for 
three or four years to come, bring him in a clear fifty 
pounds a year. 

I have known more men than one, who could not live 
upon fifteen hundred a year, bring themselves to be con- 
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tented with fifty. But Mr. Grandison is so fallen in spirit, 
that he never will be able to survive such a change of for¬ 
tune, if I do not befriend him. Poor man! he is but the 
shadow of what he was. The fir SI formerly in the fashion: 
In body and face so eredt; his £teps so firm, gait so as¬ 
sured, air so genteel, eye so lively—But now, in so few 
months, gaunt sides; his half-worn tarnish’d-laced coat, 
big enough to lap over him; hollow cheeks, puling voice, 
sighing heart, creeping feet—O my Dr. Bartlett, how 
much does it behove men so little able to bear digress, to 
avoid falling into it by their own extravagance! But for a 
man to fall into indigence thro’ avarice (for what is a spirit 
of gaming, but a spirit of avarice, and that of the wordl 
sort?) How can such a one support his own reflexions? 

I had supposed, that he had no reason, in this shattered 
dlate of his affairs, to apprehend any-thing from the pro¬ 
secution set on foot by the woman who claimed him on 
promise of marriage; but I was mistaken; she has, or pre¬ 
tends to have, he told me, witnesses of the promise. Poor 
shameful man! What witnesses needed she, if he knows he 
made it, and received the profligate consideration? 

I am not happy, my dear friend, in my mind. I hope to 
be tolerably so, if my next Letters from Bologna are fa¬ 
vourable, as to the dlate of health of the beloved brother 
and sidter there. 

It would have been no disagreeable amusement to me, 
at this time, to have proceeded dire&ly to Ireland; the 
rather as I hope a visit to my e&ate there is become almost 
necessary, by the forwardness the works are in which I 
set on foot when I was on that more than agreeable spot. 
But the unhappy situation of Mr. Grandison’s affairs, 
and my hopes of bringing those of Lady Mansfield to an 
issue, together with the impatience I have to see my Eng- 
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lish friends, determine me to the contrary. To-morrow 
will be the la£ day of my £tay in this city; and the day 
after, my cousin and I shall set out for Calais—Very 
quickly, therefore, after the receipt of this Letter, which 
shuts up the account of my foreign excursions, will you, 
by your paternal goodness, if in London, help to calm the 
disturbed heart of 

Tour CHARLES GRANDISON. 
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